,  RV 
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0£aimi>£A,  1936 


At  your  dealer's  yon 
find  this  Christmas 
package — the  Camel 
carton— 200cigarettes. 


Another  Christmas  special^4  boxes 
of  Camels  in  "flat  fij  ties''— wrapped 
in  gay  holiday  drei.s.   {right,  above} 


There's  no  more  acceptable  S     ^     ^^^^^^   Here  s 
bag  than  a  carton  of  Can     ^^^   ^ 

rhe  happy  ^"^"""e  appreciated.  K.Ae.joy^d- 
Camels  are  sure  to  be  app  ^.^p   ,n 

With  m.ld,  fi--^""|;,f;Jchrltmas.Enioy 
tune  wuh  the  cheery^sp'n^;^^  ^^^^^^^  ^„,  ,f,,. 
Camels  at  mealtxmebeuv^^.^^_  ^^^  ^„  ^„. 
eating-  for  their  aid  to  a  fe  ^^^  ^^^ 

: fgofating  "Uft"  with  a  Camel.^  ^^^^  ^^. 
right!  T^f  !,^^BTcCOS-Turkish  and  Domes- 
tic -than  any  other  pop 


JVince  Albert 

_ii   *Uf^  nine- 


n  the  pipe-smokers  on 
It's  easy  to  Pl-fJ/  ,,t%L  same  mello-, 
your  list,  just  g-^  ^;'=^"i,„„,e  for  <hemelves 
fragrant  tobacco  they  c^  Ue. 

__  pHnce   Albert  '^^^^      ^„„uing  tobacco 
..p  A."  is  the  largcst-seUing  ^^^^^^  ^^ 

,^  ,he  .orld-as  mild  and  t    ty  ^  ^^^^^^ 
ever  delighted  a  man.  AndJ  ^^^_^„d. 

„ot-bite"  the  tongue^  Ha-  ^  ^S.^^^  ^,^^^^^ 
green  Christmas  Pac^^^  morning  ..•  to 

Christmas  ever. 


Owe  full  pound  of  mild,  vid- 
low  Prince  Albert— the  "bite- 
less"  tobacco — packed  in  the 
cheerful  red  tin  and  placed  in 
an  attractive  Christ/nas  gift 
package,  {far  left} 


Here's  a  full  pound  of  Prince 
Albert,  packed  in  a  real  glass 
humidor  that  keeps  the  tobacco 
in  perfect  condition  and  he- 
comes  a  ivelcome  possession. 
Gift  wrap,   {near  left} 


CopyriBht,1936,  R.  J. Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Sal 
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VQ  »  Do  sudden  swerves  ^ 


Upset  your  nerves? 
Does  traffic  get  your  goat? 
Do  stomach  ills 
Disrupt  your  Vhrills 
On  board  a  train  or  boat? 
If  so,  be  ready- 
Keep  calm  and  steady- 
Give  Beech-Nut  Gum  your  vote! 


i-avellQrsl  keep  calm  >w*^^ 

-BfECHNUTGUNV 


l^jWy 


iPj,       BEECH-NUT   PEPPERMINT   GUM 
'  ,         . .  IS  sogood  i[s  [he  most  popular  flavor 


X 


GET  YOUR  SUPPLY  OF  BEECH-NUT 
BEFORE  THE  TRIP  BEGINS 


ORALGENE-lts  firmer 
texture  gives  much  needed 
mouth  exercne  .   .   .  and  Us 
dehydrated  milk  of  magnesia 
helps    neutralize    mnuth    acidity. 
Each    piece    inHiviHuaUv    wrapped. 


IRONY  BY  INHERITANCE 
Up  to  the  flagged-stone  walk 
that  lead  to  the  absentminded  pro- 
fessor's home  trudged  his  daugh- 
ter. The  night  was  late;  the  trees 
were  hushed  by  the  calm  of  the 
hour.  Almost  silently  the  silvery 
train  of  the  girl's  formal  swished 
along  the  rocks  of  the  walk.  She 
approached  the  house  and  stood 
for  a  moment  watching  the  mist- 
like rays  of  the  full  moon  sliding 
through  the  leaves  that  clung  to 
the  porch. 

A  vague  something  about  the 
night  aroused  her.  Suddenly,  with 
despair  and  anguish  in  her  voice, 
the  absentminded  professor's 
daughter  cried,  "My  God,  I  iliil 
walk  home." 

—Bill  Sc/jiihz. 

Kissing  a  girl  because  she  lets 
you  is  like  scratching  a  place  that 
doesn't  itch. 

— Columbia)!  Jester. 


Yes,  darling,  I  know 

I'm  the  light  of  your  eyes, 

The  apple  in  your  pies, 

Your  one  inspiration 

And  it  is,  indeed,  a  pleasure 

For    me    to    hear    an    affection    so 

warm. 
But  what  is  that  ice  wagon 
Doing  in  our  yard 
When  we  own  a  Frigidaire? 

— The  Caroliiiiciii. 

The  three  rolled  up  to  the  bar. 

"Martini,"  ordered  one. 

"Martini,"  chimed  the  second. 

"Manhattan,"  cautioned  the 
third.  "  'sbad  luck,  three  lit  on 
the  same  cocktail." 

— Col II  III  IIS. 

A  sorority  is  a  group  of  girls, 
living  in  one  house,  with  a  single 
purpose — to  get  more  girls,  to  live 
in  one  house,  with  a  single  pur- 
pose. 

—Old  Line. 


"Johnny." 

"What  is  it  dear?" 

"J-o-h-n-n-y,  there's  something 
you  could  do  right  now  that 
would  make  me  the  happiest  girl 
in  the  world." 

"Yeah?  Say-y-y-y  that's  swell, 
but  don't  you  think  it's  kind  of 
public  ...  I  mean  with  all  these 
people  around?" 

"Why  should  that  make  any 
difference  to  us,  Johnny?  You  al- 
ways said  you'd  do  anything  for 
me." 

"Well,  all  right,  but  I-I-I  .  .  . 
well  I-I  ..." 

"Pyease,  Johnny,  please  buy  me 
a  bag  of  peanuts." 

—Widow. 
J* 

What  is  home  without  parents? 

Home  without  parents  is  what 
is    commonly    known    as    a    damn 
good  place  to  have  a  cheap  date. 
— Ala.  Rammer  Jammer. 
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ICE  SKATING 


HI,CHUBB1NS  — 
WHAT'S  CHARLES 
LOOKING  SO 
GLUM  ABOUT? 


/  OH,  HE*^  KINDA  ^ 
I     PEEVISH  BECAUSE 
V      HE  LOST  HIS  OLD 
/      PIPE    AMD  HAD 
(  TO  BUY  A  NEW  ONE 


A  FINE  BR\AR  IkCAMTDO  IT  FAST.' 
ALL  RIGHT  BUT  you)  1  HAVE  A 
don't  SEEM  TO  BE  SENSITIVE  TDMQUE, 
MAKING    MUCH  ^  JUDGE  —AND  A 


HEADWAY 
BREAk^lMG  IT  IN 


NEW  PIPE  ALWAVS 
STINGS  AND  BURNS 


GOSH,CHUBBlNS, 
WHO  wouldn't 
SMILE? THIS  RA. 
IS  AS  SMOOTH 
AND  TASTY  AS 
CAN  BE.   AKJD 
IT  DOESM'T  BITE 
MY  TONGUE 


WELL,  DID 
CHARLES  and) 
RA.  AGREE 
WITH  EACH 
OTHER?/ 


DID  THEY  ?  lb 
CALL  IT  A  CASE 
OF  LOVE  AT  FIRST 
1         PUFF' 


.  J.  RLj'noldK  Toliacco  Company 


PRINCE  ALBERT  SPEAKS   FOR   ITSELF-      iO 


v:. 


Prince  Albert  is  as  tasty  and  mel- 
low as  Nature  and  man,  both 
working  together,  can  make  it. 
The  tobaccos  in  P.  A.  are  among 
the  choicest  grown— expertlycured, 
carefully  matured.  As  the  crown- 
ing touch,  every  leaf  is  processed 


to  take  out  "bite."  Then,  cut  the 
scientific  way— "crimp  cut."  It's 
bound  to  be  mellow,  tasty,  slow- 
burning  tobacco  that  suits  steady 
pipe  smokers  to  a  T.  Prince  Albert 
is  great  tobacco  for  roU-your-own 
cigarettes  too. 


PRINCE  ALBERT  MUST  PLEASE  YOU 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 

plus  postage.    (.Signed)    R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Prince  Albert 


THE   NATIONAL 
JOY    SMOKE 


EIRIIMilR,  EMiiri 

I I tiliiiliilll     nil  liiitl  Iril 

tONGBU,RNING|F>IPE,i;AND 


50 


pipefuls  of 


fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
^-"z.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


PAGE     4 


PURPLE     PARROT 


ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room 
.  .  .  Featuring  Little  Jack  Little  and  his  magical 
piano  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $3.00  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.50 
.  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .  $3.50  and  $3.00. 


THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  $2.00 
minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .$2.50 


With 

George 

Ellis 


CASINO  PARESIENNE  .  .  .Lo- 
cated in  the  Morrison  Hotel 
.  .  .  Grand  Opening  Scheduled 
for  Christmas  Week. 


BISMARCK  ...  The  Walnut  Room  .  .  .  Phil 
Levant  and  his  Orchestra  .  .  .  Nelidofl  the  great 
singer  .  .  .  Dinners  .   .   .  $1.50-2.25 


CONGRESS  .  .  .  Glen  Gray  and  the  Casa 
Loma  Orchestra  in  the  sensational  New  Con- 
gress Casino   .   .   .  Congress  Hotel 


SHOWSPOTS 

GRAND  OPERA  HOUSE  .  .  .  "Call  It  A  Day" 
Modern  drama  of  everyday  life. 

SELWYN  THEATER  ...  "The  Night  of  January 
16"  ...  a  new  mystery  thriller,  with  Kaye 
Brinker. 


FINAL   PAUSE 

COOLEY'S    CUPBOARD 

.  .  .  Popular  Meeting 
Places  .  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chi- 
cago .  .  .  Orrington 

SAN  PEDRO  ...  No  Man's  Land  .  .  .  Popular 
Dining   Spot    .    .    .   Wonderful   Atmosphere. 


?-*(5eMS«-- 


And  He  Learned 

about  FRESHNESS 

from  Her! 


,^x^?\ 


DOPEY'S  delicious  Delilah  dished  out  fetching:  freshness 
with  saucy  sureness.  Always  start  them  oit  with  Doiil/le- 
Melloiv  Old  Golds.  They  will  catch  on  so  much  (|iiick('r. 

The  two  jackets  of  Cellophane  is  the  first  lip-olt.  and  then 
with  the  first  delightful  puff  of  that  mellow,  .-^un-riiiciied, 
prize  crop  tobacco,  the  light  of  true  freshness  will  dawn  and 
he'll  catch  the  spirit  of  things,  Christmas  included. 

Yes  indeedy,  and  you'll  get  a  bigger  kick  out  of  that 
Kriss  Kringle  Kiss  .  .  .  it  ivill  be  factory-fresh. 


ZIPS    OPEN    double-quick! 

Outer  Cellophane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Bottom. 

Inner  Cellophane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Top. 


Copr.,   1936,  by  P.  Lorillaj-d  Co.,  Inc. 


PRIZE  CROP  TOBACCOS  make™™  DOUBLE-MELLOW 
2  JACKETS  OF  "CELLOPHANE    keep  them  FACTORY-FRESH 
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NATIVITY 


Mary  McSherry 


The  night  the  world  was  born,  I  And  the  stars  were  high  as  if  they  Then      simple     men      were      kind 

know,  knew  enough 

Was  such  a  night  as  this  The  chill  of  frost  below  To  bring  gifts  to  a  babe  forlorn. 

With   a  hush  spread   over   all   the  Might  tarnish  their  pure  silver  Not    knowing    All    lay    in    that 

sound  And    rout    their   shining    glow.  creche 

Soft  as  a  lover's  kiss.  The  night  the  world  was  born. 
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SomMoij^  ihsL  £lahint 

,      By  T.  William 


Boundboy  had  always  wanted  to 
be  a  writer. 

He  had  read  a  good  many  books 
about  writers. 

He  has  seen  talkies  about  writers, 
too. 

My,  he  thought,  it  must  be  very 
jolly  to  be  a  writer  and  have  gay 
parties  every  night. 

And  to  be  able  to  sleep  late  in  the 
morning. 

And  to  be  your  own  boss. 

At  the  tender  age  of  ten,  Bound- 
boy  decided  that  it  was  simply 
in  the  cards  for  him  to  be  a 
writer. 

What  a  fuss  his  mother  had  made 
when  she  discovered  his  first  bit 
of  prose  on  the  fly-leaf  of  one 
of  his  school  books. 

It  said:  This  is  a  lousy  world. 

Extraordinary  perception,  said  his 
father,  when  he  saw  it  that  eve- 
ning. 

So  wise  and  cynical,  said  his 
mother. 

Later,  Boundboy  found  high 
school  quite  dull. 

No  one  seemed  to  realize  that  he 
was  a  writer. 

Nay,  a  genius. 

He  decided  it  was  high  time  they 
found  out. 

Since  he  was  a  senior,  and  about 
to  graduate. 

So  he  cast  about  for  a  way  to  re- 
veal the  full  force  of  his  genius. 

By  George!  said  Boundboy,  re- 
membering his  early  triumph,  I 
have  it! 

No  one  disagreed. 

So  he  wrote  a  letter  to  the  editor 
of  the  weekly  high  school  news- 
paper. 

It  was  a  scathing  letter. 


It  said  among  other  things: 

A.  That  the  high  school  was  lousy 

B.  That  the  teachers  were,  on  the 
whole,  morons 

C.  That    the   principal    was,    well, 
unspeakable. 

D.  That   he,  Boundboy,   was   glad 
to  be  leaving  the  dump. 

Although  the  editor  thought  it 
rather  overdone,  he  was  flattered 
that  someone  should  send  him  a 
letter. 

So  he  printed  it. 

Boundboy's  schoolmates  pointed 
him  out,  and  spoke  in  low  tones. 

They  have  become  aware  of  my 
genius,  he  thought,  as  they  mut- 
tered. 

He  couldn't  know  they  were  say- 
ing, There  goes  the  damn  fool 
now. 

Boundboy  became  so  conceited 
that  he  wouldn't  even  talk  to 
his  parents. 

Deep  and  moody,  said  his  father. 

The  artist's  temperament,  said  his 
mother. 

Flushed  with  success,  Boundboy 
decided  to  become  a  journalist. 

Imagine  seeing  your  stuif  in  print 
every  day,  he  thought. 

And  journalists  have  a  jolly  time, 
too. 

According  to  the  talkies,  all  jour- 
nalists are  either  drunks  or 
devil-may-care  cynics,  or  both. 

Boundboy  admitted  that  he  didn't 
know  much  about  the  drinking 
part. 

But  he  felt  he  was  an  A  number  1 
cynic. 

So  that  there  would  be  nothing  to 
keep  him  from  being  a  journal- 
ist, Boundboy  went  to  college. 


To  learn  drinking  while  develop- 
ing his  cynicism. 

He  chose  Easterlysouth  university. 

Since  it  was  a  Methodist  univer- 
sity, and  would  probably  shock 
easily. 

And,  incidentally,  it  had  a  jour- 
nalism school. 

When  he  arrived,  Boundboy  was 
amazed  at  the  scarcity  of  the 
Methodists. 

He  felt  that  he'd  been  duped. 

But  he  determined  to  show  this 
outfit  a  cynicism  that  was  pro- 
found. 

And  he'd  waste  no  time  about  it 
either. 

Freshman  composition  gave 
Boundboy  his  first  opportunity. 

So  they  want  me  to  write  themes, 
eh?  said  Boundboy. 

Well,  I'll  write  themes  that'll 
knock  their  hats  off. 

He  went  to  work  eagerly. 

And  produced  a  paper  that  pointed 
out  the  suffering  of  mankind; 

How  pestilence,  famine  and  war 
scourged  the  world; 

And  what  a  hard  and  bitter  thing 
the  struggle   for  existence  was. 

Boundboy  concluded  by  declaring 
that  the  Christian  God  was  un- 
just. 

He  almost  frightened  himself  with 
this  statement. 

Boundboy  got  the  paper  back 
with  a  little  note  at  the  end. 

It  said,  Not  bad  logic,  but  subject 
matter  is  trite. 

The  grade  was  C. 

Boundboy  decided  that  Bergen 
Evans  was  certainly  no  Metho- 
dist. 

(Continued  on  Page  31) 
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Dear  Students: 

You  had  better  drop  this  maga- 
zine a  httle  more  below  the  level 
of  the  seat  in  front  of  you,  be- 
cause the  august  professor  has 
fixed  on  you  the  disapproving  eye. 
If  you  don't  believe  mc,  please 
have  the  temerity  to  raise  your 
eyelids  a  bit  and  peep  out  from 
under  those  silky  lashes.  You  will 
now  note  that  he  is  staring  at  you 
in  much  the  same  manner  as 
Caesar  ogled  Brutus  at  the  crucial 
moment.  Now,  if  you  have  suf- 
ficiently deceived  him,  we  may 
proceed. 

There  isn't  a  great  deal  of  sense 
in  our  telling  you  all  these  things, 
because,  if  you  will  but  be  upon 
your  toes,  and  keep  your  ears  open 
and  to  windward,  you  can  find 
out  these  things  for  yourself,  and 
much  effort  will  be  spared  all  in- 
volved, but  in  case  you  haven't 
heard,  we  shall  enlighten  you. 

It  seems  most  appropriate  to 
start  with  the  activities  of  a  wide- 
eyed  freshman.  It  is  always  rather 
difficult  to  decide  whether  fresh- 
men arc  wide-eyed  from  surprise, 
or  because  they  don't  want  to  miss 
anything,  but  that  is  a  matter  for 
conjecture.  However,  it  seems  that 
a  first  year  man  by  the  name  of 
Charles  Melchoir,  a  Delt,  has  al- 
ready    progressed     far     ahc.id     of 


others  far  wiser  and  older  than  he 
in  the  matter  of  selection  of  a 
young  lady  with  whom  to  consort. 
He  requires  that  she  be  well  sup- 
plied with  the  coin  of  the  realm, 
one  of  the  better  conveyances,  and 
that  she  be  much  more  than  easily 
selected  from  a  crowd  of  three. 
The  queer  part  of  it  seems  to  be 
that  he  is  succeeding.  The  lad  cer- 
tainly looks  like  a  comer.  Oh  yes! 
I  almost  forgot  to  tell  you  that  if 
you  ever  get  tired  of  hearing  your- 
self talk,  Charles  will  gladly  sup- 
ply you  with  a  two  hour  disserta- 
tion on  his  exploits  and  abilities 
on  the  basketball  floor. 

Do  you  remember  Fred  Bor- 
chcrt,  the  only  man  in  the  world 
who  could  play  Cyrano  de  Ber- 
gerac  without  make-up?  Well,  it 
seems  as  though  Fred  is  once  again 
attempting  to  capture  the  effec- 
tions  of  Virginia  Campbell,  a 
Gamma  Phi.  Last  year  Virginia 
used  to  lose  Fred's  Beta  pin  with 
annoying  regularity.  This  ro- 
mance has  been  like  the  Notre 
Dame  football  team,  one  week 
hot,  the  next  week  rather  icy. 
Fred  usually  does  pretty  well  with 
Virginia  until  he  starts  to  think. 
I  don't  believe  that  Fred  has  yet 
recovered  from  his  chagrin  at  be- 
ing excluded  from  the  list  of 
prominent  people  in  last  year's 
Syllabus. 

We  were  fortunate  enough  to 
be  included  in  the  Great  Exodus  to 
Champaign,     and     there     we    saw 


some  amazing  sights.  John  Phalen, 
the  antithesis  to  The  Thin  Man, 
only  appeared  before  our  spark- 
ling eyes  twice:  on  one  occasion 
he  was  caught  in  a  fence  on  Wal- 
nut street.  He  was  having  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  in  extricating  his 
portly  person,  and  he  was  men- 
tally hampered  by  the  many  de- 
scendants of  Eve  who  clamored 
loudly  in  their  glee  and  expecta- 
tion. On  the  next  occasion,  John 
was  testing  his  powers  as  a  sales- 
man. He  was  trying  to  convince 
the  proprietor  of  a  hamburger 
stand  that  the  spinach  which  he 
(John)  was  clutching  in  his  wav- 
ering hand  was  really  lettuce,  and 
that  said  proprietor  should  pur- 
chase it  for  a  tidy  sum  in  order 
to  increase  the  delectability  of  his 
product. 

And  surely  you  know  Bob 
Stackhouse.  After  the  Minnesota 
triumph,  he  decided,  and  rightly 
so,  that  such  a  glorious  victory  de- 
served to  be  recognized  by  the 
student  body  as  an  appropriate 
occasion  for  a  celebration.  But 
Robert  was  indiscreet.  In  the 
midst  of  the  revelry,  yea,  even  all 
through  it,  he  persisted  in  extoll- 
ing one  Susie,  whose  beauty  and 
charms  are,  according  to  him,  such 
as  are  seldom  viewed  by  mortal 
man. 

As  you  are  no  doubt  aware, 
Northwestern  is  lauded  far  and 
wide  for  the  pulchritude  of  her 
maidens.    This  must  certainly  have 
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been  verified  last  week  over  the 
protests  of  the  cynics  when  the 
Alpha  Phi's  announced  in  clarion 
tones  that  all  except  one  of  their 
members  were  squired  by  some 
males.  We  suggest  that  this  for- 
gotten girl  get  in  touch  with  the 
forgotten  man,  Jake  Nagode,  of 
the  Sigma  Nu's. 

It  seems  that  in  spite  of  all  the 
"dears,"  and  "darlings"  heard 
when  members  of  rival  sisterhoods 
greet  one  another,  little  tiffs  do 
occasionally  spring  up.  For  in- 
stance, you  might  be  interested  to 
know  that  Jan  Maher  of  Gamma 
Phi,  and  Stubby  Leach,  of  the 
above  mentioned  Alpha  Phi,  are 
not  exactly  embracing  one  another 
these  days.  After  the  Minnesota 
game,  Jan  came  to  the  Alpha  Phi 
house  to  make  an  announcement 
concerning  the  celebration.  Miss 
Leach  was  a  bit  piqued  by  some- 
thing Miss  Maher  said,  and  accord- 
ingly rose  to  her  magnificent 
height  and  interrupted  the  speech. 
She  gibbered  on  for  awhile,  leav- 
ing Miss  Maher  standing  and  feel- 
ing very  foolish.  Stubby  also  for- 
bade any  of  the  Alpha  Phi's  to  go 
to  the  open  houses  up  north.  Their 
relations,  atmospherically  speak- 
ing, are  about  two  months  ahead 
of  the  calendar. 

Catherine  Vogel  of  the  Delta 
Gamma's  has  learned  that  it  is  im- 
possible to  possess  your  pastry  and 
at  one  and  the  same  time,  masti- 
cate it.  Last  year  she  cast  long- 
ing eyes  in  the  direction  of  Ed 
Miller,  but  he  never  came  down 
from  his  Phi  Delt  sanctuary  to 
court  her.  This  year,  Ginny  Chase 
acted  as  mediator  and  brought 
them  face  to  face.  After  three 
dates,  Ed  asked  Kay  to  display 
his  badge  from  the  front  of  her 
dress.  However,  Kay  is  still  enam- 
oured of  a  home  town  lad,  so  she 
reluctantly  refused.  She  has  a  fine 
(Contiimed  on  Page  28) 


SEND  flowers- 

don^t  Mvear  them  in  your  hair! 

It's  no  longer  necessary  to  endure  the  com- 
mon or  garden  variet}^  of  hair  "tonics" 
whose  cheap  flowery  scents  misrepre- 
sent both  your  taste  and  3'our  mascu- 
linity! There's  something  new  for  Hair— 
Fougere  Royalc  Hair  Lotion— a.nd  it's  all  man. 
It  has  the  fragrance  of  the  Royal  Fern- 
clean,  woodsy,  exiularating.  It  grooms  your 
hair  handsomely— stimulates  the  scalp— cor- 
rects drj-ness- yet  isn't  oil}^  There's  not  a 
sheik  in  a  carload!  Price  85c. 

Fougere  Royale  Shaving  Boivl.The  trend  is  back 
to  Luxurious  shaving  via  this  handsomely  turned  out 
natural  wood  bowl  of  the  miraculous  Fougere  Royale 
Soap.  $1.00. 

Fougere  Royale  After-Shaving  Lotion ...  a  dash 
of  refreshment  for  razor-roughened  skins.  Slightly 
astringent  to  soothe  little  nicks;  Royal  Fern  in  fra- 
grance to  delight  your  senses.  S5c. 

Fougere  Royale  Talc.  Supremely  fine  in  quality, 
toned  for  men's  skin,  scented  for  men's  senses.  There's 
nothing  coquettish  about  this  talc.  55c. 

FOUGERE    ROYALE 

by  HOLBIGANT    tov    men 


PAGE     10 


PURPLE     PARROT 


'/^' 


swiiifu 


BASKETBALL  RUMBLINGS 

Perhaps  the  intense  interest  o£ 
watching  eleven  members  of  the 
football  team  kick  each  other 
around  the  chalked  lines  of  Dyche 
Stadium  every  Saturday,  has  made 
many  forget  that  starting  Decem- 
ber 7th  five  members  of  the  bas- 
ketball team  will  start  pounding 
the  hardwood  of  Patten  Gym  and 
attempt  to  throw  a  little  ball 
through  the  hoop  more  times  than 
their  opponents.  In  case  this  is 
true,  it  might  be  well  to  take  a 
pre-gander  at  the  prospects. 

In  the  first  place  Northwestern 
is  very  fortunate  that  it  has  a 
gymnasium  which  is  generally  re- 
garded as  a  distinct  asset  by  most 
observers.  I  agree.  On  this  pre- 
mise I  can  base  the  following  en- 
lightening conclusions.  The  score 
before  every  game  will  be  0  to  0; 
all  members  of  the  team  will  have 
sore  feet  before  the  season  goes 
very  far;  if  Nelson  laundry  gets 
the  uniform  back,  each  member 
will  wear  only  one;  and,  the  last 
five  men  to  leave  the  floor  will  be 
very  tired. 

No  doubt  such  rash  conclusions 
beg  justification.  Well  Dutch  Lon- 
borg,  our  head  coach,  has  just  sent 
the  report  out  that  he  has  finally 
found  a  comfortable  sweat  suit 
that  he  believes  will  stand  up  well 
under  at  least  four  hours  of  prac- 


tice every  day.  Dutch  says  it  is 
"some  suit."  The  boys  say  that  is 
"some  practice."  Ted  Payseur, 
guardian  of  the  colored  paste- 
boards (ticket  manager  to  most 
of  you),  has  found  his  favorite 
whistle.  The  summation  of  these 
facts  is  simply  that  the  Wildcats 
will  walk,  limp,  or  drag  on  to  the 
floor  with  at  least  two  coaches.  I 
thank  you. 

Let  us  now  consider  the  per- 
sonnel: 

Tug  Blume,  senior  forward  and 
first  ranking  comedian  of  the 
squad  since  the  departure  of  Paul 
Jones  will  no  doubt  see  lots  of 
action.  From  what  point  he  will 
view  proceedings,  is  the  only 
worry  on  his  mind  at  present,  that 
is,  whether  it  will  be  from  the 
deep  recesses  of  the  bench  or  the 
more  popular  point  of  vantage  on 
the  floor.  At  any  rate,  he  has  laid 
in  a  winter  supply  of  gum  drops 
which  he  can  munch  away  an  idle 
moment  'neath  an  opponent's  bas- 
ket on  "sleepers"  or  an  anxious 
moment  on  the  sidelines.  He  took 
precautions  to  get  enough  for 
Dutch,  too,  this  year  because  this 
demand  caused  a  noticeable  short- 
age last  year. 

Wikc  McMichacIs — Junior  for- 
ward will  again  be  ready  to  hit  the 
hoop,  opponents,  referees,  and 
everything  in  general.  If  Babs 
Wiley  will  sit  on  one  side  of  the 
floor  and  Jo  Hoff  on  the  other,  it 


seems  entirely  possible  that  be- 
tween glances  at  the  two  fair 
queens,  Mike  might  be  able  to 
catch  an  idea  on  what  his  oppo- 
nents will  be  doing  on  the  floor. 

Fred  "Little  Star"  Trenkle— 
Junior  forward  will  no  doubt  give 
up  his  summer  training  quarters 
in  the  south  and  add  that  extra 
umph  to  the  offense.  If  it  were 
only  possible  to  perfect  a  public 
address  system  which  would  am- 
plify the  sighs  of  all  the  pretty 
gals  who  marvel  at  his  ability,  I 
am  sure  Fred  would  be  inspired  to 
new  heights.  I  understand  that 
the  janitor  will  keep  all  the  win- 
dows closed.  Wherefore,  Fred 
should  be  able  to  use  that  hook 
shot  of  his  without  fear  of  losing 
the  ball. 

Don  Worlaud — The  ineligible 
forward  of  last  year  will  also  be 
raring  to  go.  Known  to  his  mates 
as  the  only  member  of  the  team  on 
the  bench  who  never  lost  sight  of 
a  play  last  year  because  of  a  re- 
markable shift  he  perfected  for 
bench  play,  he  is  now  working  on 
a  intricate  two  step  hop  which  will 
carry  him  gracefully  over  the  can- 
vass wall  around  the  floor.  He 
devotes  one-half  hour  per  day  to 
zipper  technique  and  claims  that 
in  two  weeks  there  won't  be  a 
sweat  suit  made  he  can't  get  out 
of  in  30  seconds  flat. 

Jean  Sinrfh — Junior  center — has 
(Continued  on  Page  30) 
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CAMPUS  CHARACTER  NO.  3 


Characterized  by  Kyle 


Pausing  on  the  top  step  of  U.H. 
the  female  accoster  eyes  her  pros- 
pective prey  before  sweeping 
down  in  her  conquest.  During  the 
ten  minute  period  between  classes 
she  must  coronate  herself  Coed  in 
Majesty,  to  be  furtively  spied 
upon  by  her  less  aggressive  sisters- 
in-waiting. 

Approaching  a  group  of  frater- 


nal brothers,  she  will  wiggle  her- 
self into  the  conversation  until  she 
is  surrounded  by  a  circle  of  fas- 
cinated and  slightly  baffled  on- 
lookers. She  is  now,  in  her  own 
eyes,  the  Queen  of  the  U.H. Arena. 
Ten  minutes  of  scintillating 
jabber  end  at  the  U.H.  clock  tolls 
its  hour,  and  our  accoster  has  gar- 
nered dates  for  Friday  and  Satur- 


day nights.  Striving  to  maintain 
an  equal  affability  with  each,  she 
shoves  her  books  into  the  arms  of 
her  man  Friday,  seizes  the  arm  of 
her  man  Saturday  and  together 
they  trip  off  to  her  next  brief  in- 
terlude of  class. 

The  handwriting  on  the  wall  of 
U.H.  glares  forth,  "Hellow  Suck- 
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This    was    Scrooge,     the    fiendish 

Prof, 
Who  loved  to  jeer  and  pout  and 

scoff. 
He  kissed  the  girls  and  made  them 

cry 
And      flunked      the      men      who 

wouldn't   try. 

His  course  in  griping  was  required. 
And  never,  never  was  he  tired 
Of  giving  lessons  hard  and  long. 
Which    the    class    would    sure    do 
wrong. 

Just  as  Christmas  time  drew  near, 
Everyone  could  hear  Scrooge  sneer, 
"Christmas,  humbug!    That  means 

cuts  I 
"Christmas,      humbug!       Phooey, 


nuts 


Just  before  vacation  time, 
Scrooge  began  to  plan  his  crime. 
Every  man,  he  told  his  class. 
Had  to  work  or  wouldn't  pass. 

Had  to  work  ten  hours  a  day, 
With  no  time  for  laugh  or  play; 
And    if    they    couldn't    learn    the 

junk, 
Then  they'd  surely  have  to  flunk. 

When    Scrooge    made     this    final 

crack. 
He    took   a    squint    at    Handsome 

Jack, 
For     Jack     was     really     'ole     Joe 

college. 
And     Httle     cared     for     griping 

knowledge. 

He  played  upon  the  football  team, 
And    on    the    squad    he    reigned 

supreme. 
But    since    he'd    taken    Scrooge's 

course. 
Jack  was  filled  with  new  remorse. 
His  scholarship  would  worthless  be 


If  heckling  Scrooge  should  take  his 

fee. 
And  Scrooge  had  planned  this  very 

thing, 
A  curse  upon  the  football  king! 

Filled    with    woe    was    Handsome 

Jack, 
A  troubled  man,  alas,  alack! 
Because  his  kids  and  little  wife 
Would  also  suffer  from  his  strife. 

On    Christmas    Eve,    old    Scrooge 

had  dreamed. 
And  even  then  had  been  redeemed. 
Because  he  saw  old  Marley's  ghost, 
From  down  where  he'd  been  left 

to  toast. 

Marley      once      taught     Scrooge's 

course. 
But    constant    griping    made    him 

hoarse. 
He  had  died  long  years  ago. 
His  death  was  dreadful,  weird,  and 

slow. 

Marley    warned    the    frantic 

Scrooge, 
That  he  should  cease  to  be  a  stooge. 
And  change  his  awful  text   from 

griping' 
To  a  course  in  windshield  wiping. 

Scrooge    had    a    vision    of    Jack's 

home. 
Where  through  the  halls  he  seemed 

to  roam. 
And   everywhere   were   cheer  and 

pluck: 
A    Christmas    feast    on    Penner's 

duck. 

All  that  night  Scrooge  tossed  and 

quaked, 
Till  every  bone  within  him  ached. 
He  saw  visions  of  his  crimes 
In  very  vivid  pantomimes. 
On   Christmas   morning   when   he 

woke, 


Scrooge  began  to  laugh  and  joke. 
He  sent  a  wire  to  Handsome  Jack, 
That    all    his    threats    were    taken 
back. 

So  Jack  became  a  windshield  wiper, 
In  preference  to  a  flunking  griper. 
And   Tiny   Tim,   who   weighed    a 

ton, 
Cried  out,   "God   bless  us,  every- 
one!" 

—William  Dalzell. 

Co-ed: 

Hi,  Pop!   Let's  have  fifty  dollars, 

So's    I    can    buy    you    Christmas 

collars! 
Santa: 

Not  a  chance,  my  sugar  honey, 
I'd  just  as  soon  accept  the  money! 
— Will ia  111  Diihell. 

THREE  MORE  DAYS  TILL 
CHRISTMAS 
He  gazed  upon  a  traffic  cop 

With  melancholy  eye. 
He  watched  the  street  cars  go  and 
stop; 
He  sighed  a  dreary  sigh. 

He  clutched  his  hair — he  gnashed 
his  teeth. 

His  tie  he  tore  to  shreds. 
He  wore  the  soles  entirely  off 

A  brand  new  pair  of  Keds. 

One  crystal  tear  from  out  his  eye 

Upon  the  pavement  dropped. 
"My    Gawd!"    he    whispered,    to 
himself. 
"When  will  that  woman  stop?" 

\ 
She's  shopped  and  shopped! 

and  shopped  and  shopped 

and  shopped  and  shopped 

and  shopped. 
— Wilmington  Butts,  Esq. 
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NEWS  FLASH— 
The  Northwestern  Chapter  of 
the  Brotherhood  of  Beta  Sigma  re- 
veals the  initiation  to  the  order, 
on  May  31st  last,  of  the  following 
men: — 

Edward  Lewis  Barsumian 

Roger  Budrow 

Virgil  Baldwin  Day 

Jerry  Flanigan 

Harry  Methias  Gousha 

Raymond  Kotz 

Albert  Michealis 

Fred  Neimann 
The  above  selection  was  made 
upon  the  basis  of  the  data  com- 
piled by  the  necessarily  anony- 
mous membership  committee. 
This  year,  however,  the  number 
of  candidates  has  increased  to  such 
an  extent  that  assistance  will  be 
required.  Thru  the  efforts  of  the 
staff  we  are  able  to  give  the  read- 
ers of  The  Purple  Parrot  a 
chance  to  participate  in  the  selec- 
tion. Votes  may  be  cast  thru  the 
Contest  Editor  for  any  qualified 
male  student.  Signatures  are  not 
required,  but  no  vote  will  be  con- 
sidered   unless    accompanied    by    a 


brief  qualification  of  twenty 
words  or  less.  The  final  date  is 
now  set  for  March  1st.  No  votes 
may  be  cast  after  this  date. 

The    eight    men     selected    will 
each  receive  an  emblem  of  the  or- 
der  and  his   name  entered  in   the 
scroll  of  the  bond. 
M 

"So  you're  on  your  honeymoon 
here  at  Niagara  Falls.  Where's  the 
little  woman?" 

"Oh,  I  left  her  home." 

"What!  Taking  your  honey- 
moon alone?" 

"Sure.  Someone  had  to  stay 
home  and  mind  the  baby." 

— Varieties. 

J* 

"Where'd  yawl  git  that  South- 
ern accent?" 

"Honey-chile,  Fse  been  drinkin' 
outen  a  Dixie  Cup." 

— Yellow  Jacket. 

Tourist:  Milking  the  cow? 
Yokel:    Naw,    just    feeling    her 
pulse. 

— Exchange. 


Bob:  Before  we  were  married, 
you  swore  you  would  never  look 
at  another  man. 

Dot:  Just  another  campaign 
promise  gone  to  hell. 

— Varieties. 

He — I  had  to  come  clear  across 
the  room  to  see  you,  so  I  wanna 
kiss  you. 

She — Gee,  Fm  glad  you  weren't 
in  the  next  block. 

— Octopus. 

Blue  eyes  gaze  at  mine — Vexation. 

Soft  hands  clasped  in  mine — Pal- 
pitation. 

Fair  hair  brushing   mine — Expec- 
tation. 

Red  lips   close   to  mine — Tempta- 
tion. 

Footsteps — Damnation! 

— Exchange. 

Freshman:"!  wish  I  had  a  nickle 
for  every  girl  I've  kissed." 

Senior:  "Yes,  I  bet  you'd  rush 
right  out  and  buy  a  package  of 
gum." 

— Blue  Jay. 

The  Scotchman  who  told  his 
children  ghost  stories  and  saved 
the  Caster  Oil. 

— Battalion. 
J* 

"F-E-E-T.  What  does  that  spell, 
Johnny?"  asked  the  teacher. 

Johnny  didn't  know. 

"What  is  it  that  a  cow  has  four 
of  and  I  have  only  two?"  persist- 
ed the  lady. 

Johnny's    answer   was    quite    as 
surprising  as  it  was  unexpected. 
—Widoit'. 
^« 

"How  about  a  little  kiss,  girlie?" 
"No,  I  have  scruples." 
"Well,  that's  all  right,  Fve  been 
vaccinated." 

— Octopus. 
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Making  love  is  like  making  pie. 
All  you  need  is  crust  and  a  lot  of 
apple  sauce. 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 

"Haven't  I  seen  you  somewhere 
before,  honey?" 

"Well,  you  may  have  seen  my 
picture  in  the  papers.  My  name  is 
Lydia  Pinkham." 

— Sun  Dial. 

"Knock,  knock." 
"Well,  who's  there?" 
"The  traveling  salesman." 
"The    traveling    salesman,    who 

?" 

"Yes." 
Come  m. 

— Columns. 

There  isn't  much  difference  in 
freshmen  from  year  to  year.  You 
can  tell  a  freshman  girl  right  off 
because  she  says,  "Stop,"  and  you 
can  tell  a  freshman  boy  just  as 
easy  because  he  "stops." 

— Texas  Ranger. 
J* 

Student  in  car  (to  sweet  young 
thing) :  Pardon  me — er — but — 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  No,  you've 
never  met  me  at  Palm  Beach, 
Newport,  or  Saranac  Lake.  I 
wasn't  in  the  Pullman  car  on  the 
New  York  Express  last  Tuesday 
afternoon.  I  know  I'm  good  look- 
ing and  Tm  not  bashful.  I'm  not 
going  your  way  and  I  wouldn't 
ride  with  you  on  a  bet.  I  didn't 
ever  go  to  school  with  you;  I'm 
not  waiting  for  a  street  car,  I  don't 
want  a  lift  and  I  know  plenty  of 
college  boys.  Furthermore,  I  have 
a  220-pound  fiance  waiting  for 
me.  Now,  were  you  going  to  say 
something? 

Student    in    car:    Yes,    darn    it, 
you're  losing  your  underwear! 
— Troth. 


His  followers  listened  intently 
as  the  speaker  concluded  his  in- 
spiring revival  meeting  address. 

"And  furthermore,  children," 
he  continued  in  his  dignified  voice. 
"Do  not  forget  to  look  to  God 
for  your  help  and  salvation.  Re- 
member, your  help  is  above. 
Everything  good  comes  from 
heaven.  Keep  your  eyes  to  the 
skies." 

Suddenly,  a  white  speck  ap- 
peared on  the  speaker's  forehead. 
A  faint  rustle  of  a  bird's  wings 
could  be  heard  in  the  distant  sky 
overhead.  The  speaker  pulled  out 
his  handkerchief  and  wiped  his 
brow,  then  he  added,  simply:  "But 
look  out  for  those  damned  pig- 
eons." 

— Punch  Bou'l. 

In  the  Freshman  class  of  one 
of  our  smaller  schools,  there  were 
three  American  boys  and  one 
Chinaman  who  ate  at  the  same 
table.   The  Chinaman    being    out- 


numbered was  hazed  quite  a  bit 
by  the  Americans.  However,  he 
never  complained  and  the  Ameri- 
cans, feehng  bad  about  their 
pranks,  approached  the  Chinaman 
one  day.  "Wong,"  they  said,  "we 
have  decided  to  quit  putting  salt 
in  your  tea  and  pepper  on  your 
salad."  Wong  replied,  "Velly  well 
then  I  will  quit  spitting  in  your 
coffee." 

— Carolina  Buccaneer. 

The  little  car  was  stopped  along 
the  side  of  the  road  on  a  rather 
steep  hill.  A  motorcycle  patrol- 
man came  whooshing  along  and 
drew  up  alongside,  and  peered  in- 
side. There  was  a  couple  inside, 
the  fellow  embarrassedly  trying 
to  embrace  the  girl. 

"What's  the  matter  here?"  the 
cop  asked  gruffly. 

"We're  stuck  here,"  the  girl  an- 
swered resignedly.  "He  can't  make 
the  grade." 

— Froth. 


'Is  this  the  Freshman  English   class?" 
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Y7ile 

Chestnuts  crackling  merrily  in 
the  grate.  Turkeys  spiting  on  the 
spit.  Sleigh  bells  tinkling.  Thin 
voices  piping  carols.  Gaiety, 
laughter,  bottled  delights. 

During  the  day,  streets  are 
crowded  with  shoppers  making  a 
last  minute  stab  at  buying  some- 
thing to  repay  Uncle  Bert  for  that 
lovely  tea  set  he  came  through 
with  last  year. 

When  the  last  of  the  last  min- 
ute rushes  is  over  and  the  stores 
are  closed,  night  falls  and  peace 
reigns  on  Earth.  Sticky  snow 
flakes  fall  silently.  Autos  filled 
with  mulled  merrymakers  skid  by, 
chains  slapping. 

It's  the  greatest  season  of  all  the 
year — 

Hurrah   for  the  Yuletide. 

Cliiss  Struggle 

On  December  11,  the  Junior 
class  will  make  its  annual  contri- 
bution to  the  affliction  of  man- 
kind— a  second  big  attraction  of 
this  eventful  month.  This  year  the 
Prom  comes  earlier  than  usual. 
Two  hundred  dollars  in  the  red, 
the  Juniors  succeeded  in  exchang- 
ing dates  with  the  Charity  Ball. 

If  you  can  borrow  a  pair  of 
tails  and  if  the  corns  aren't  both- 
ering too  much,  come  down  to  the 
Palmer  House  on  the  eleventh. 
You  can  be  assured  of  an  enjoy- 


able    time.     The     chairman     has 
promised  to  provide  a  square  foot 
of  floor  space  to  each  couple. 
Post  Morfnm 

It's  kind  of  late  for  this  one, 
but  it's  so  good  that  it  should  be 
brought  to  light  even  if  a  bit 
tardy. 

This  concerns  a  campus  organ- 
ization of  the  now  defunct  Re- 
publican party  —  you  remember, 
the  political  group  whose  violent 
death  in  the  natural  castastrophe 
on  Nov.  3  has  been  widely  la- 
mented on  the  North  Shore. 

While  this  battered  but  dogged 
party  still  had  hopes,  a  Young  Re- 
publican club  was  formed  here. 
During  the  initial  meeting,  officers 
were  elected.  Bunny  Tomlinson, 
Kappa,  was  selected  club  presi- 
dent. 

Plans  of  the  group  included  a 
big  campus  rally.  The  boys  and 
girls  planned  to  have  nationally 
known  speakers  on  the  bill.  The 
club  prexy  was  delegated  to  get 
in  touch  with  the  big  boys  down 
town  on  the  matter  of  orators. 

Apparently  puzzled,  she  later 
called  one  of  the  members  in  the 
North  Quads  for  advice.  He  gave 
her  some  sound  counsel  on  proce- 
dure, but  her  last  question  caused 
him  to  lose  patience. 

"Who,"  she  asked,  "is  this  fel- 
low John  Hamilton?" 

A  lot  of  people  have  been  won- 
dering since  the  third. 


hlo  Action 

Hey!  What's  happened  to  the 
Student  Building  movement?  In 
the  first  Parrot  issue  this  year,  we 
started  a  rival  movement  for  a 
Student  Union  on  the  lake.  We 
outlined  plans  on  everything  ex- 
cept how  to  get  the  money.  We 
exhorted  the  student  body  to  ac- 
tion. At  that  time  everyone  agreed 
on  the  obvious  advantages  of  hav- 
ing a  building  thus  situated,  but 
that's  as  far  as  the  thing  went. 

So  far  not  one  letter  concern- 
ing our  movement  has  seeped  into 
Sideshow;  not  one  candidate  has 
petitioned  to  head  the  finance 
committee — a  singular  occurrence 
in  itself;  not  one  floating  Student 
Building  has  shown  up. 

That's   the   whole   trouble   with 
this    student    body;    incite    them, 
give    them    ideas,    and    they    fall 
down  on  minor  details. 
Glass  Houses 

Spurred  by  curiosity,  we  walked 
down  to  Fisk  to  examine  the  green 
houses  on  the  south  side  of  the 
building.  We  wondered  what 
grows  in  there.  Perhaps,  we 
thought,  botany  majors  use  it 
to  grow  corsages. 

Peering  through  the  glass,  we 
saw  no  flowers  but  plenty  of  other 
things.  The  botanists  have  quite 
a  jungle. 

Steam  on  the  inside  of  the  glass 

made   it   difficult    to   make    things 

(Continued  on  Page  26) 
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(A  Playlet  Without  Purpose) 
by  Vaul  Hugo  Lif  whisky 

Realizing  that  the  world  has 
been  stricken  with  a  dearth  of 
good  plays  and  with  the  good  of 
mankind  in  my  heart,  I  venture  to 
break  the  silence  that  has  kept  me 
from  the  American  public  lo  these 
many  years  and  bestow  upon  them 
an  epoch-making  drama,  together 
with  numerous  valuable  com- 
ments thereupon.  University  stu- 
dents majoring  in  drama  will  do 
well  to  tarry  from  their  unre- 
warded efforts  and  give  this  mas- 
terpiece the  benefit  of  their  at- 
tention. 

Let  us  begin  the  play  at  the 
beginning.  Shakespeare  did  it,  and 
what  was  good  enough  for  Shake- 
speare is  good  enough  for  me. 

It  is  Christmas  Eve.  The  scene 
is  a  street  corner  at  night.  (My 
script  does  not  call  for  snow;  that 


would  be  too  obvious.  Always  be 
subtle,  even  in  the  theatre.)  To 
the  left  is  a  lamp  post,  to  the  right 
a  fireplug.  (By  calling  for  a  fire- 
plug I  have  already  won  over  the 
car  owners  in  the  audience.)  As 
the  curtain  rises,  the  stage  is  emp- 
ty. (This  is  very  effective.  It  leads 
the  audience  to  expect  anything 
from  Mae  West  to  Mickey 
Mouse.)  Eighteen  seconds  later,  a 
policeman  walks  across  the  stage 
from  the  right  and  makes  his  exit 
at  the  left.  (Here  is  a  psychologi- 
cal touch.  Always  give  the  public 
an  American  institution.  I  could 
have  called  for  a  Republican,  ex- 
cept that  a  Republican  is  no 
longer  an  American  institution.) 
A  gust  of  wind  is  heard.  Seven 
seconds  later  the  heroine  of  the 
drama,  Carol,  enters  from  the  left 
and  pauses  before  the  lamp  post, 
clad  in  an  imitation  chinchilla 
coat.    (I   refuse    to  pun   on   this.) 


"I  hung  mint" 


At  this  point  the  orchestra  sounds 
the  "Carol"  theme  in  full  pianis- 
simo.  (This  shows  you  understand 
Wagner.)   The  theme  should  be  in 
A     Minor,     expressing     plaintive 
longing.     Carol    is    a    girl    of    the 
streets,   hence   the   plaintive   long- 
ing.    The    time    has    now    arrived 
for  a  bit  of  dialogue: 
Carol    (to  herself)  :   Gee,  it's  cold. 
Well,  here  today   and   gone   to- 
morrow, that's  my  motto.  How 
I  long  for  my  childhood  home. 
(A  brief  pause  ensues.  Sudden- 
ly a  noise  is  heard  at  the  right. 
The  hero  enters,  humming  the 
theme   of   the   first   movement 
of  Brahm's  Piano  Concerto  in 
D   Minor.   This   convinces   the 
audience  that  he  is  an  esthete, 
and  the  fact  that  I  meant  him 
to    be    an    esthete    reveals    my 
artistry.) 
Carol    (with    a   little   start):    Oh! 

You  frightened  me! 
Oswald    R.    Sniggle     (the    hero)  : 

So? 
Carol:  Yes. 
Oswald:    I'm   sorry.    What's   your 

name? 
Carol   (simply  with  deep  pathos)  : 

Carol,  sir. 
Oswald:    My   name   is   Oswald   R. 
Sniggle,    but    some    people    call 
me  Bob.  You  may  call  me  Bob. 
(Notice  the  genius  with  which 
I    have   handled    this    dialogue. 
Six  short  speeches  have  served 
to  establish   friendly  relations. 
Eugene  O'Neill  please  note.) 
Carol:  I  will  call  you  Bob.  ("Will" 
denotes      volition.      "Shall"      is 
mere  simple  futurity.) 
Oswald:    Tell    me,    what    are    you 

doing  at  this  ungodly  hour? 
Carol:     Did     you     say     ungodly? 
(The  audience  now  knows  Car- 
ol has  been  to  Sunday  school.) 
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Oswald:  I  said  ungodly.  For  you, 
a  mere  child,  to  walk  the  streets 
at  this  time  is  iniquity  itself. 

Carol:  I  begs  to  repologize  for  that 
last  one. 

(This  line  wins  over  the  Amos 
and  Andy  fans.  My  play  is  al- 
ready assured  of  recognition.) 

Oswald:  This  is  Christmas  Eve, 
the  time  when  people  are  filled 
with  the  spirit  of  Yuletide. 

Carol:  Gee!  And  all  I'm  filled 
with  is  the  spirit  of  Four  Roses. 

Oswald  (ignoring  her  remark)  : 
A  beauteous  maiden,  her  brows 
knit  in  anguish,  alone  and  un- 
protected. Ah,  it  breaks  my 
heart.  Let  me  read  Edg.ir  Guest 
to  you. 

(He  pulls  a  small  book  from 
his  pocket.) 

Carol:  No.  I  am  unprotected.  Can 
you  protect  me?  (An  audience 
hungry  for  risque  jokes — and 
what  audience  is  not? — will  eat 
this  line  up.) 

Oswald:  Vade  retro  Satanas.  (This 
line  appeals  to  the  Latin  stu- 
dents and  also  suggests  that  I 
am  being  cryptic.) 

Carol  (advancing  on  him) :  I  feel 
I  shall  go  mad. 

Oswald  (who  is  by  this  time  with 
his  back  to  the  lamp  post) : 
Desist!  Have  you  never  known 
the  warmth  and  congeniality  of 
friendship?  Have  you  never 
dreamed  of  a  home  with  a  fire- 
side? Then  listen  to  me.  I  can 
save  you  from  yourself. 

Carol   (naively) :  How? 

Oswald:  I  shall  read  to  you  from 
the   immortal    works    of   Edgar 
Guest.  (He  reads.) 
"I  indeed  am  a  happy  boy 
Because  my  mother  bought  me 

a  toy. 
O  wonderful  marvelous  glori- 
ous joy!" 

Carol      (who     stands     respectfully 
(Cotitinued  on  Page  21) 
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It  will  be  a  merry  night 
— filled  with  smooth 
music  and  smart  en- 
tertainment —  Junior 
Prom — an  occasion  for 
you  to  be  at  your  best 
—  an  evening  for 
dramatizing  your  per- 
sonality and  having  a 
grand  time  you'll  re- 
member long  after  the 
party's  over. 

Come  to  Lord's  to 
choose  Your  gown 
from  a  glamorous  vari- 
ety of  formals — roman- 
tic, whispering  taffetas 
— o  pulent  lames 
gleaming  in  rich  colors 
— laces  for  the  stately 
type  — satins  flowing 
into  long  lines  of  regal 
sweep  —  velvets  in 
glowing  jewel  tones  or 
sophisticated  black — 
every  one  destined  to 
make  your  Prom-Trot- 
ting an  undeniable 
success. 

Second    floor 


Coronation  feather  headdress,  $2.95. 

Clip  bracelet,  rhinestone  clips  are  detach- 
able and  may  be  worn  separately,  $L95. 

Rhinestone   earrings,   $L95. 

White  kidskin  gloves,  8-button,  $4.95. 

Brocade  evening  bag,  $5.00. 

Volupte  evening  case,  for  cigarettes,  coins, 
comb,  rouge,  lipstick,  powder,  and  mir- 
ror, $5.00. 

Slreel   ilooj 

looro  s 

of  Ovanston   for  QuaUlcj 
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All*  Baba  and  the 
Forty  Thieves 

Fr cilices  Wolfe 

It  was  a  dark  and  stormy  night; 
the  thunder  groaned  petulantly, 
the  raven-bhick  clouds  rolled  and 
pitched  ominously;  the  tropical 
skies  were  in  one  of  their  black 
furies.  Melancholia  had  descended 
upon  Dame  Nature  and  venom- 
ously spit  fire  in  her  rage  against 
the  Elements — well,  anyway,  it 
was  a  helluva  night! 

Our  hero,  Ali  Baba — the  poorer 
of  two  brothers,  was  perched  upon 
a  rock  pile  trying  to  hide  from  a 
murderous  gang  of  forty  thieves. 
He  had  stumbled  upon  a  colossal 
fortune  and  boy,  did  he  find  it 
out  in  a  hurry.  All  of  a  sudden, 
the  underworld  chief  did  a  little 
"Don  Sebastian"  act  by  opening  a 
blank  wall  with  the  words, 
"Open,  Sesame."  The  thirty-nine 
cutthroats  tramped  in  after  their 
"Captain  Blood"  and  over  their 
"Dago  Red"  refilled  their  pockets 
with  gold,  then  they  all  staggered 
out,  yelling,  "Shut,  Sesame."  The 
door  slammed  too! 

Naturally  nosey,  our  little  hero 
stuck  his  "size  twenties"  over  the 
threshold  into  a  cavernous  gold 
storage  den  after  repeating  the 
magic  words.  He  was  thunder- 
stuck,  furthermore,  he  had  no 
doubt  he  was  suffering  the  first 
pangs  of  the  "D.Ts.,"  but  being  a 
very  practical  man  he  loaded  some 
of  the  fantastical  wealth  upon  his 
asses,  and  made  a  "B"  line  for 
home.  His  wife  was  so  flabbergast- 
ed she  almost  had  kittens.  Instead, 
however,  she  rushed  over  to  her 
brother-in-law's  house  to  borrow 
a  weighing  machine.  Well,  now 
this  "in-law"  was  like  all  the  rest, 
a  greedy,  old  Shylock.  What's 
worse,  his  wife  had  fallen  in  with 


him  hook,  line,  and  sinker,  even 
gagging  on  the  reel.  Our  villain, 
Cassim,  and  his  decoy  wife 
thought  to  outwit  Ali  when  they 
discovered  gold  stains  upon  the 
returned  machine.  Cassim  stole 
out  at  the  break  of  day,  damned 
if  it  didn't  come  down  with  a 
crash  too,  and  snuck  into  the  cav- 
ern. He  audited  his  gold  bags 
even  to  giving  them  purple  labels, 
but  he  made  just  one  mistake; 
that's  a  helluva  thing  to  do  too. 
He  forgot  the  hoodooistic  saying 
which  opened  the  rock;  frantical- 
ly he  bellowed  everything  from 
soup  to  nuts,  but  for  once  his 
appetite  failed  him — 

The  long  arm  of  the  under- 
world reaches  everywhere  and 
having  a  knife  up  its  sleeve  cut 
Cassim's  body  into  quarters,  and 
hung  it  over  the  door  to  dry.  Ali, 
to  calm  the  deceased's  wife,  gal- 
loped to  the  cavern  P.D.Q.  where, 
upon  observing  the  horrible  sight, 
instantly  had  what  psychologists 
(damn  them  anyway)  call  a  Ges- 
talt.  Therefore,  with  indefinite 
care  and  close  secrecy,  he  hauled 
the  segregated  bulk  over  to  the 
dark  room,  sending  Morgiana,  the 
maid,  after  the  undertaker,  Baba 
Mustapha,  to  develop  it  into  a 
whole  sack  of  bones  again.  While 
waiting  for  her  to  come  back  with 
the  grave-digger,  he  married  Cas- 
sim's widow  to  allay  her  misfor- 
tune; they  do  things  like  that  in 
Persia ! 

To  get  back  to  the  heroine, 
Morgiana,  however,  she  was  no- 
body's fool  (who  wanted  her  to 
be?)  so  she  blindfolded  Mustapha. 
They  wandered  around  having  a 
grand  time  playing  blindman's 
buff,  until  he  was  led  into  the 
dark  room  to  sew  up  the  corpse. 
The  pirates  got  wised-up  consider- 
ably and  taken  down  a  few  pegs 
when    they    discovered    their   mas- 


cot had  disappeared  so  they  went 
on  the  warpath.  A  spy,  sent  to 
recounter,  waylaid  our  hemstitch- 
er  and  blindfolding  him  in  a  like 
manner,  found  the  house  of  Ali 
Baba  and  put  his  trademark  on  it. 
The  brand  was  not  new  to  our 
smart  old  maid,  thus  she  branded 
several  of  the  surrounding  houses 
with  the  same  trademark.  Captain 
Kidd  and  his  nasty  band  went  to 
town  prepared  to  man  their  14- 
inch  anti-aircraft  guns,  but  when 
Kidd  perceived  that  they  had  been 
outwitted,  he  was  so  mad  that  he 
decapitated  the  spy.  Thus  another 
recruit  sallied  forth;  he  put  a  red 
chalk-mark  in  an  inconspicuous 
place.  Our  heroine,  not  to  be 
caught  napping,  however,  saw  the 
"X"  which  marked  the  spot  and 
preceeded  as  before.  Unfortunate- 
ly, for  our  newest  recruit,  off 
came  his  head  too. 

Chief  acidly  bit  off  a  plug,  took 
two  fingers's  full,  and  cowed  his 
cutthroats  with:  "I'll  go  myself 
and  you'll  be  my  sardines  and  put 
yourselves  in  oil  cans."  Thus  as 
an  oil  merchant  with  his  suckers 
on  mules  and  in  cans,  he  carefully 
baited  for  his  prize  fish.  He  stayed 
all  eve  at  Ali  Baba's  domicile. 
Hell's  bell's,  but  there  was  a  hot 
time  in  the  old  town  that  nite 
too!  Morgiana,  out  fishing  for  oil 
to  light  the  fire  in  the  stove,  de- 
tected the  stowaways  in  their 
back-yard  hiding  places  and  find- 
ing the  decoy  can  of  the  reel  stuff, 
heated  and  poured  it  down  the 
necks  of  the  culprits  while  their 
master  none  too  peacefully  suf- 
fered from  insomnia  (too  much 
Caffee  Hague  there,  old  boy). 
Calling  for  the  blood  of  our  hero, 
he  gave  the  pebble  signal  a  few 
minutes  later,  but  getting  no  re- 
sponse   smelled    trouble    and    took 
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his    dollies    and    beat    it    over    the 
back  fence. 

"Woe  is  me,"  yowled  our  hero 
as  Morgiana  related  her  findings 
of  the  nite  to  him,  but  shifting 
his  mind  into  second  he  ordered 
hoarsely:  "My  G-d,  bury  the  beg- 
gars quick."  The  oil  plot  was  now 
a  pigeon-holed  deal,  but  not  so 
with  Chief  who  swore  in  a  string 
of  oaths  that  he  would  have  re- 
venge. He  came  down  to  earth 
gradually,  however,  and  lighted 
finally  just  opposite  our  hero's 
son's  house  .  .  .  furthermore,  by 
rubbing  the  son's  fur  the  right 
way,  he  became  his  friend  thus 
won  his  way  into  Ali  Baba's  pent 
house  again,  this  time  for  Christ- 
mas dinner.  His  idiosyncrasy  for 
no  salt  on  the  tail  of  his  turkey, 
however,  revealed  him  as  an  open 
book  to  Morigana.  She  proceeded 
to  do  the  dance  of  death  before 
this  viper,  Fagan,  and  it  ended  in 
Pagan's  doom.  Our  hero  gulped, 
his  son  gasped,  his  two  wives 
greeted  the  floor  in  a  faint,  the 
other  servant  gargled  in  his  gut- 
turals, and  the  guest  of  honor 
girgled  in  his  guts.  Aji  yelled: 
"Whatsa  big  idea  of  killing  my 
guest;  that's  a  helluva  way  to  treat 
a  guy!"  The  servant  shushed  her 
clamorers  with:  "Alas,  I  will  tell 
you  all." 

After  her  last  words  had  died 
away,  just  like  this  tale  is  doing, 
"Alley"  said:  "You  may  have  my 
son  in  wedlock  for  faithfully  sav- 
ing my  life  so  many  times."  The 
room  grew  hushed,  the  air  felt 
stifling,  someone  coughed,  then 
Morgiana,  our  heroine,  wildly 
clutching  at  her  eagle-like  neck 
murmured  feebly:  CHRISTMAS 
DAY  IS  THE  anniversary  of  our 
first  year  of  marriage!"  and 
swooned  dead  away. 
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The  lowest  price  ever  for  a 
fine  17-Jewel  Bulova!  You  can 
now  choose  from  several 
ultra-smart   Bulova   Models! 


It's  Easy  to  Own  a  BULOVA  Our  Way... Pay  Little  by  Little 
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Christmas  Carol 

(Confiinied  from  Page  19) 
before  him) :  Yes,  you  have 
saved  me.  I  shall  go  now.  (The 
audience  may  take  this  as  their 
cue.) 
Oswald:  I  have  but  done  my  daily 

good  deed. 
Carol    (leaving) :    Goodbye,   toots. 

(Exit  Carol  at  right.) 
Oswald  (radiant):  It's  good  to  be 
alive. 

(He  saunters  back  and  forth  in 
front  of  the  lamp  post.  Sud- 
denly he  stops,  and  with  a 
dreamy,  reminiscent  air  he 
puts  his  hand  into  his  pocket. 
His  face  grows  hard.  He  strug- 
gles with  himself.  Then:) 
Why  the  little  trollop!  She's  stolen 
my  wallet! 


(And  the  "Carol"  theme  is  given 
out  fortissimo  as  The  Curtain 
Falls.) 

Pop:  When  I  was  a  young  man 
the  girls  knew  how  to  blush. 

Daughter:  What  was  it  you 
used  to  say  to  them? 

^    — Battalion. 

Absent-minded  Professor:  La- 
dy, what  are  you  doing  in  my 
bed? 

Lady:  Well,  I  Hke  this  bed.  I 
like  this  neighborhood.  I  like  this 
house,  and  I  like  this  room.  And 
anyway,  I'm  your  wife! 

,»:  — Froth. 

I'm  a  little  collich  boy, 

I  drink  beer. 

And  my  little  tummy  sticks — 

Way — out — here.   — Battalion. 
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NOEL  DOES  NOT  RHYME  WITH  HEAVEN 

By  Mary  McSherry 
Illustrated  by  Grace  Scharf 


James  Kirkland  was  a  happy  man.         Xl    v^     After  nine   years   of  married   life,   he   was   getting   his   own 


way    about    Christmas.     This    year,    therefore,    the    Kirklands  would  enjoy   an   olti -fashioned   Yuletide. 

Fondly  James  looked  around  the  living  room.  There  they  were;  his  Santa  Claus  costume,  an  honest- 
to-goodness  tree,  popcorn  and  cranberry  chains  (he  hoped  Louisa  wouldn't  mind  not  having  cranberry 
sauce  with  their  turkey)  candy  canes,  stockings  hung  by  the  artificial  fireplace,  and,  his  piece  de  resistance, 
genuine    wax    candles    for   the    tree — the    makings    of    a  revolutionary  Christmas. 

The  first  step,  Kirkland  told  himself,  was  to  don   the  Santa  suit  and  really  Ihr  the  part. 

No  sooner  said  than  regretted.  The  suit,  obviously  intended  for  a  man  several  sizes  larger  than  Kirkland, 
pricked   him.     Anxiously   he   sought   the  offending   pins.     In    vain.     He    and    the    suit    were    fated    to    pass    the 


evening  in  a  game  of  prick-and-seek.    James  Kirkland  grieved *(SrjKt>jyjbut    only    for   a    moment;    then   hi: 


independent   blood   came   to  the    fore    (aided    by   a   particularly  hearty   prick)    and   he   resolved   to   forget   the 
discomfort.     "Mind    over   matter",    he    urged. 

Bravely  Kirkland  turned  his  attention  to  the  tree — -eyeing  its  size   a   bit   apprehensively.    The   tree,   for   its 
part  cast  his  fragile   form   a   look   of  scorn.     Not  at   all  quelled   Kirkland   dauntlessly   approached   the   tree   and 


seized  it  in  a  wrestler  like  hug.        "^^^^KB^m^J       With  maidenly  modesty   the   tree   evaded   his   grasp,   darting 


in  porcupine  manner  small  but  effective  quills.  James  Kirkland  drew  back.  The  tree  relented  its  coldness  and 
followed.  Again  Kirkland  made  a  grab  and  caught  the  tree — just  in  time.  Won  by  such  daring  pursuit  the 
tree  allowed  itself  to  be  plunged  into  a  bucket  of  damp   sand,    and    swaying   ever    so    slightly,    there    remained. 

Kirkland  wasted  no  more   time.    In   a  trice  he  was  busily  draping  the  red  and  white  chains  on   the  tree's 
lower  branches.    Then  the  candles.    All   that  remained   was  to  decorate  the  upper  limbs. 
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James  Kirkland  climbed  upon  a  chair  and  began  operations.    Coyly  the  tree  leaned  away  from  him.    Poised 


on  his  chair,  Kirkland  too  leaned — leaned — leaned 


Then,  horrible  dictu,  the  Santa  suit  proved  its  non-elasticity.  A  gap  yawned  all  down  the  back.  Startled, 
James  leaped  down  from  his  pedestal,  entwining  around  his  ankle  a  popcorn  and  cranberry  chain.  Kirkland 
stepped  forward.  The  chain  pulled  backward— and  won.  Kirkland  dived  to  the  floor,  kicking  the  sand  bucket. 
Revengefully  the  sand   bucket   spat  its   contents  on   the  floor  and  released  the  imprisoned  tree  which  playfully 


sank  down  beside  Kirkland,  showering  its  needles  down  his  neck. 


It  was  at  that  moment  Mrs.  Kirkland  and  her  two  small  satyrs,  overcome  with  curiosity  at  the 
sounds  below,  stole  downstairs  and  peeked  through  the  French  doors.  Their  response  was  immediate  and 
in  complete  accord. 

"Look  at  Daddy  in  that  funny  red  suit",  chortled  the  Kirkland  lambs. 

"James",    gasped   Louisa    between   giggles,    "you    look  just  like  Moon  Mullins." 

James   Kirkland   looked   at   them — his   family   for   v/hom    he    was    planning   such    a    delightful    Christmas. 


"Come  here." 

Somewhat   subdued   they   came. 


Leaning  toward  them  confidentially,  James  Kirkland  screamed  in  a  voice  which  would  have  carried  home 
the  bacon  in  any  hog-calling  contest: 


"There  is  no 
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^^Ijatu  graphs 

To  The  Faculty 
and  Students: 

WE  OFFER 

Three  8x10  Beautiful 

Buff  Portraits  for  $10 

(Regular  Price  $30) 

All  sittings  to  be 
made  in  the  Studio. 
Make    your    appoint- 
ment NOW. 


EUGENE  L.  RAY 

Oiiicial  Photographers 

for 
Northwestern  University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Avenue 
Evanston,  111. 


Supremacy 

Mary   McSherry 
A  wild  and  roving  eye  he  had,  a 

roving  eye  had  he 
As    up    he    rushed    and   started    to 

orate  upon  the  bee. 
"What    other    creature,"    querried 

he,  "of  any  sort  you  please, 
Possess  the  intelligence  common  to 

all  bees?" 
"Oh,    none,"    quoth     I.      "You're 

right,  my  friend.    A  cow  can- 
not  make   honey. 
A  horse  cannot  a  wax  comb  build; 

no  stinger  has  the  bunny." 
"But,     hold,"     he     said,     "you've 

missed  the  point.    I'm  speak- 
ing of  its  brain." 
"Again   you're   right,"  I   humored 

him.    "Do  you  think  it  will 

rain?" 
"Consider    but    its    family    life,    a 

masterpiece  of  skill. 
What   other  form  produces  either 

sex  at  will." 
"You're     right,"    I    said,     "but    I 

don't    think    it    necessary,   do 

you? 
For    there's    not    much    choice    in 

sexes      because     we've      only 

two." 

A  few  days  hence  again  he  came, 
his  breath  gasped  pant  by 
pant 

As  joyfully  he  sang  the  praise,  the 
wonders  of  the  ant. 

"You're  right,  you're  right,  you're 
right,  my  friend,"  I'd  say 
when  he  would  pause. 

To  draw  another  breath  before  re- 
citing more  of  awes 

Inspired  by  that  best  of  beasts,  the 
noble,  toiling  ant. 

He  spouted  facts  and  figures,  he 
raved  and  he  did  rant 

To  prove  the  ant's  supremacy — 
Forgotten  was  the  bee. 

For  ants  have  ordered  government 
and  even  a  dairy! 

"Just    think,"    he    begged,    "these 


creatures  small  have  cows  that  give 

real  milk." 
"So  has  my  uncle,"  boasted  I  and 

squelched  him  smooth  as  silk. 

All    pale    and    nervous    was    he, 

nervous  was  he  when 
He  buttonholed  me  in   the  street 

and  started  off  again. 
"Three  ways  there  are,"  he  stated, 

"three    ways    and    only    three 
Of  traveling  from  place  to  place: 

by  land  or  air  or  sea." 
"How  true,"  I  murmured  wearily, 

"how  very,  very  true. 
But    three    is    quite    enough,    my 

friend,   and   don't   you   think 

so  too?" 
"Three  ways  and  only  three,"  he 

said.    I  said,  "I  heard  before." 
"But  as  you  say  three  are  enough. 

We  have  no  use  for  four. 
In    fact,    my    friend,    now    listen 

close,  of  all  life  that  there  be 
Only  one   form  has   found   as  yet 

a  use  for  the  whole  three. 
One    form,    the   peak   of  Nature's 

craft  is  equally  at  home 
On  land,   in   air   or   water,   wher- 
ever it  may  roam." 

"How  int'resting,"  I  muttered, 
"and  who  had  all  that  luck?" 

"Why,  don't  you  know?"  he  ques- 
tioned. "The  shiny  feathered 
duck. 

Nor  is  this  feat  its  sole  one,  I 
hasten  to  explain, 

For  the  duck,  good  sir,  can  with- 
stand the  hardest  pouring 
rain." 

"That's  right,"  I  said,  before  ad- 
minist'ring  my  rebuff, 

"But   that   is   nothing  special,   for 

Man  too  is  waterproof." 

.■< 

Emily  Post  says  that  instead  of 
saying  "Pardon  me"  w^hen  you 
burp,  you  should  say,  "Did  I  get 
anything  on  you?" 

—Widou: 
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LOST  ON  THE  OSHUN 
or  I'M  ON  A  SALT  SEA 


A  rollicking  romance  of  the  briny 
deep  in  three  acts 

Drniiiiif/s  PcrsoiiiW 

Old  Man  .  An  old  sea  salt  who 
has  had  his  ups  and 
downs. 

1st  Sailor  A    man    who    never 

leaves  his  post.  (His 
post  is  in  the  crows 
nest,  and  as  there  is 
no  stage  high  enough 
to  accommodate  our 
type  of  crows  nest, 
this  character  is 
never  seen.) 

2nd  Sailor  A  most  loquacious, 
voluble  chap  who 
chatters  incessantly. 
(In  picking  this 
character  care  should 
be  taken  to  get  some 
one  with  a  good  mi- 
crophone voice.) 

Act  I 

Time:   Then. 

Setting:  Same  as  Act  II. 

Old  Man:  (Endeavoring  to  re- 
move his  peg  leg  from  a  rat 
trap.)  Reckon  the  Mary  An- 
nie Body  is  in  for  a  bit  of  a 
blow,  what? 

2nd  Sailor: 

(Silence) 

Act  II 

Time:  At  regular  intervals. 

Setting:  Same  as  Act  I. 

Old  Man:  (From  between  com- 
pressed lips.)    Land  ho! 

3rd     Sailor:      (Disguised     as     2nd 
Sailor,   who  has  gone  out   to 
get  a  cup  of  coffee.) 
(Silence) 


By  Bob  Nelson 

Act  III 

Time:  Dc  temps  en  temps. 

Setting:  Same  as  Act  V  and  %. 

The  ancient  one  has  aged 
incredibly  in  the  days  elapsed 
since  Act  II,  and  is  now  the 
most  wretched,  decrepit,  en- 
feebled, infirm,  miserable,  de- 
bilitated, wizened  specimen 
of  human  floatsam  conceiv- 
able. (Or  is  it  jetsam?  or  just 
wreckage?  It's  one  of  debris 
words.)  The  night  is  oppres- 
singly  black,  and  out  of  the 
Stygian  darkness  phantasms, 
ghosts,  specters,  demons,  and 
other  forms  of  electoplasmic 
apparitions  parade.  From  their 
formless  mouths  issues  a 
stream  of  raucous,  ghoulish 
lamentations  to  which  the 
men    entombed    beneath    the 


hatches  defiantly   echo    back, 

"Two  spades"! 
Old  Man:    (Whistling  Tiger  Rag 

between    his    teeth.)     Quelle 

belle  unit! 
2nd    Sailor:     (Makes    a    move    to 

speak,    but    restrains    himself 

and    subsides    back    into    his 

armchair.) 

(Silence) 

Old  Man:  (Assuming  a  Negro  dia- 
lect) Fellow  citizens — 

2nd  Sailor:  (Interrupting)  (dit- 
to). 

THE   END. 

N.  B. — The  author,  although 
not  having  complete  control  over 
the  sailors,  nevertheless,  wishes  to 
apologize  for  their  rather  super- 
fluous and  somewhat  redundant 
verbosity. 


'Cripcs,  it   iLoiit  go' 

Octopus. 
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Fanfare 

(Continued  from  Page  16) 
out,  so  we  walked  boldly  into  the 
experimental  lab  and  demanded 
that  some  one  guide  us  through. 
A  student  who  was  intently  ob- 
serving the  habits  of  a  bit  of  fun- 
gus through  a  microscope  con- 
sented to  explain  things. 

One  of  the  first  things  we  dis- 
covered was  a  banana  tree.  The 
bananas  were  green,  so  we  passed 
on.  Next  to  it  were  an  avocado 
plant  and  a  lemon  tree.  All  of  the 
pears  were  also  green  and  we 
passed  up  the  lemons.  Going  the 
rounds  we  found  a  number  of  less 
known  tropical  plants. 

The  botany  department,  we 
imagined,  might  well  have  weath- 
ered the  depression  in  their  green 
house.  In  the  outer  part  of  the 
house  were  beds  containing  almost 
every  variety  of  common  garden 
vegetable,  all  doing  nicely.  We 
even  found  a  number  of  sleek  and 
evidently  happy  gold  fish. 

A   few  chickens   and   a   cow  or 
two  are  all   the  department  needs 
to  make  itself  self-subsisting. 
Norsky 

The  other  night  we  drifted 
down  to  Humboldt  Park  to  find 
out  how  things  have  been  going 
in  Sweden  since  the  Minnesota 
game.  Everything  seemed  all  right, 
but  the  streets  were  depopulated. 

First  joint  we  hit  was  Henson's 
where  we  discovered  that  the 
Swedes  were  all  in  the  saloons. 
Hundreds  of  them  were  sitting 
around  drowning  their  sorrows  in 
strong  drink. 

Thirsting  for  local  color,  we 
tried  a  glass  of  akwavit  which  we 
found  strangely  similar  to  vodka 
with  a  dash  of  anise  thrown  in  to 
take  out  the  taste  of  the  potatoes. 

Next  spot  was  the  Velde  Inn. 
First  thing  we  noticed  was  a  sign 
over       the       cloakroom       reading 


"Check    your   clothes    here."    We 
began  to  wonder. 

After  a  short  tour  of  the  place, 
we  settled  down  to  a  glass  of  ma- 
lort  and  found  it  strangely  similar 
to  the  tonic  that  the  family  physi- 
cian used  to  prescribe  for  stomach 
disorders.  We  smacked  our  lips  to 
show  how  we  enjoyed  it  and 
dumped  it  into  the  nearest  spitoon. 

Disappointment  over  native 
beverages  did  not  dim  the  pleasure 
which  we  got  later  from  watching 
the  Norskies  dance  the  polka 
and  Rhinelander  at  the  Club  Oslo. 
After  a  couple  of  unsuccessful  at- 
tempts at  hop,  skip  and  jumping 
to  the  strains  of  the  orchestra,  we 
settled  down  and  watched  the 
dancers  who  know  the  routines. 

After  that  we  made  a  couple  of 
other  unsuccessful  tries  at  differ- 
ent Scandinavian  drinks  and  end- 
ed up  enjoying  some  lapskaus 
(hash).  We  washed  it  down  with 
some  plain  Pabst. 
Rer/ew 

Not  to  be  outdone  by  the  Daily, 
this  column  will  hereafter  devote 
a  few  lines  to  a  department  called 
"Courses  in  Reverse": 

C-45.  Coffee  and  Doughnuts. 
II    (3)  or  111    (2). 

Coffee  five  cents;  with  doiigb- 
i/iits  (sugar  coated  for  sissies)  ten 
cents.  Discussion  conducted  by  the 
class  at  their  discretion.  Meets 
every  ivcek  day.  Open  to  properly 
qualified  students  who  have  im- 
portant classes  which  they  should 
not  cut.  Meets  at  Huddle,  Hoos, 
or  Hut. — From  the  menu. 

One  of  the  most  popular  of 
electives.  Coffee  C-45  is  also  one 
of  the  best.  Food  is  always  con- 
structive and  stimulating,  served 
up  without  showmanship  or  un- 
necessary embelishment  by  experts 
who  never  the  less  can  not  be 
called  pedantic.  Frequent  discus- 
sions in  which  all  members  of  the 


class  take  part  are  informative  and 
extensive,  covering  every  phase  of 
campus  social  life.  Although  not 
the  stiffest  course  in  extra-curric- 
ular epicurianism,  C-45  is  no  snap 
— sometimes  a  dime  is  hard  to  get. 

Occasional  treatment  of  more 
basic  elements  of  social  life  often 
bring  out  the  cold  facts.  If  coffee 
occasionally  becomes  too  hard  to 
take,  try  adding  cream  and  sugar 
or  go  somewhere  else  and  drink 
tea. 

Recommended  with  no  reserva- 
tion— there   are   always  plenty  of 
tables. 
Here  and  There 

New  Trading  Post  one  block 
south  of  old  location — 116  E. 
Walton  place — Called  Yar — Rus- 
sian Gypsy  Orchestra — Not  quite 
so  chummy  as  the  old  joint,  but 
still  swell.  Rush  and  Oak  streets — 
all  kinds  of  foreign  food — Hindu, 
Japanese,  Chinese,  Italian,  French, 
Swedish — Ever  notice  the  sign  on 
the  Ranch,  Oak  street? — "Good 
American  Food" — right  next  door 
is  a  Japanese  Sukyaiki  house. — - 
Deep  sea  motif  at  the  Yacht  club. 
Old  English  at  the  Pub,  Rush 
street  haven — atmosphere  makes  a 
mug  of  ale  seem  like  a  champagne 
cocktail. 

Meeting  of  Howard  street  char- 
acters at  the  Oasis  nearly  every 
morning — Jimmy  wowing  'em 
from  behind  the  mahogany.  How- 
ard street  voting  wet,  saving  the 
Shadow  Club,  Chop  House,  Ernie 
and  Benny's,  the  Scow  for  student 
consumption — Also  the  Chatter- 
box near  the  Granada — Quiet, 
eminently  respectable. 

Quick  about  face  by  Chicago 
papers  after  the  election  • — •  The 
Times  crowing — Desolation  on  the 
streets  of  dear  old  Evanston  on 
the  evening  of  the  third — Elec- 
tion writeup  in  the  Evanston  Re- 
(Continued  on  Page  30) 
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You  can  lead  a  fraternity  man 
to  water,  but  why  disappoint  him? 

—Old  Line. 

J* 

"I'll  tell  you  I  won't  have  this 
room,"  protested  the  old  lady  to 
the  bell-boy  who  was  conducting 
her.  "I  ain't  going  to  pay  my  good 
money  for  a  pig  sty  with  a  measly 
little  folding  bed  in  it,"  she  ex- 
claimed. "If  you  think  that  just 
because  I'm  from  the  country — " 

Profoundly  disgusted,  the  boy 
cut  her  short.  "Get  in,  mum,  get 
in.  This  ain't  your  room.  This  is 
the  elevator." 

—Log. 

Polite  Salesman:  "Yes,  sir,  and 
what  is  your  pleasure?" 

College  Stude:  "Drinking  and 
necking,  sir,  but  just  now  I  would 
like  to  buy  a  tie." 

Mercer  Bear  Skin. 

.•* 

Indignant  Farmer:  Say,  look 
here,  yer  ain't  getting  as  much 
milk  from  them  cows  as  y'uster. 

Hired  Man:  Nope,  sorter  lost 
my  pull. 

— Exchange. 

The  newest  definition  of  a  half- 
breed  is  a  fellow  with  a  cold  in 
one  nostril. 

— P II neb  Bowl. 

Then   all    at   once    she    murmured 

low, 
"My  dear,  do  you  still  love  me?" 
I  smiled  and  let  my  eyes  search  out 
The  balcony  above  me. 
And  then  a  sinking  feeling  gripped 
My  senses  more  and  more 
As  suddenly  I  knew  'twas  true — 
I'd  seen  the  show  before. 

— Lampoon. 
J* 

Brevity  is  the  soul  of  romance, 
bull-sessions,   and  evening  dresses. 
—Old  Line. 


An  important  shot  in  billiards 
is  like  a  young  man  being  intro- 
duced to  a  modern  girl  at  a  party 
— either  it  misses  and  loses  golden 
opportunity,  or  it  clicks  and  goes 
off  into  the  right  corner. 

—Pup. 

"Your  mouth  is  certainly  pret- 
ty-" 

"Yes,  I'll  put  it  up  against  any- 
body's, any  time." 

— 'Willia-ms  Purple  Coiv. 
.•* 

Mama,  can  I  go  out  and  play? 
What?  With   all  those  holes  in 
your  pants? 

No,  with  the  little  boy  next 
door. 

—Log. 
^^ 

Motorist  stopping  beside  parked 
car:   "Having  motor  trouble?" 
Within:  "No!" 
Motorist:    "Tire  down?" 
Within:   "Didn't  have  to." 
— 1931  Mountain  Goat. 

Joe  (reading  death  statistics) : 
Say  Phil,  do  you  know  that  every 
time  I  breathe  a  man  dies? 

Phil — Then  why  don't  you  use 
a  mouth  wash? 

— Ohio  Sundial. 

Some  recruits  to  the  army  seem 
awfully  dumb.  For  instance,  there 
is  the  one  who  raced  into  the  re- 
cruiting office  with  his  coat  half 
torn  off.  He  hurriedly  filled  out 
the  application  and  demanded  to 
be  sent  to  any  distant  post.  An- 
other rookie,  noticing  the  sad-eyed 
girl  outside,  remarked:  "Golly, 
pal,  your  dame  out  there  certain- 
ly lcK)ks  poignant." 
J* 

If  they  look  young,  they're 
young,  if  they  look  old,  they're 
old,  if  they  look  back,  follow  'em. 

—^og. 


"Angel  face,  say  hello  to  your 
aunt." 

"I  hate  choo!  I  hate  choo!  I 
hate  choo!" 

"Baby  dumpling,  that's  not 
nice.  Say  hello  to  auntie." 

"I  hate  choo!  I  hate  choo!  I 
hate  choo!" 

"Please,  snookums,  for  mom- 
ma's sake,  say  hello." 

"I  hate  choo!  I  hate  choo!  I 
hate  choo!" 

"Listen,  plug  ugly,  say  hello  to 
your  aunt  before  momma  knocks 
whatever  teeth  you've  got  down 
your  little  throat." 

"Why,  auntie,  dear,  when  did 
you  arrive?" 

— Punch  Bowl. 

"What  are  you  doing?" 
"I  am  playing  a  game." 
"What  is  the  game  called?" 
"The  game  is  called  Mississippi." 
"How   do   you   play    the    game 
called  Mississippi?" 

"Well,  first  you  take  a  long, 
tall  glass,  and  fill  it  up  with  some 
delightful  mixture,  like  68c  whis- 
key. Then  you  get  a  partner.  This 
partner  is  your  opponent.  How 
can  a  partner  be  an  opponent?  A 
partner  can  be  an  opponent  in  this 
game  because  I  invented  it  myself, 
and  I  made  my  own  rules  up  as  I 
went  along. 

"Then  you  and  your  partner- 
opponent  start  playing  the  game 
called  'Mississippi.'  First  you  take 
a  sip.  Then  your  partner  takes  a 
sip.  Then  you  take  a  sip.  And  so 
on.  And  the  first  one  to  Mississippi 
is  a  sissy." 

• — Exchange. 
J* 

She  (cynically) — Life  is  just 
one  damn  thing  after  another. 

He  (more  so) — Yes,  and  love  is 
just  two  damn  things  after  each 
other. 

— ]ack-o'-Lantcrn. 
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Aunt  Polly 

(Coiitiuucd  from  Page  9) 
start  towards  becoming  a  female 
Bluebeard. 

We  wish  to  congratulate  Sev 
Gavitt  on  his  performance  at  the 
Navy  Ball.  He  was  with  Anne 
Martin,  who  used  to  be  in  college. 
The  reason  we  wish  to  commend 
Sev  is  a  rather  peculiar  one.  He 
did  not  lead  a  wing,  nor  was  he 
decorated  for  gallantry  in  the  line 
of  duty,  but  he  certainly  should 
have  been.  There  are  few  living 
men  who  could  even  have  gotten 
as  close  to  the  dance  as  Sev  did 
under  the  same  conditions. 

The  Phi  Psi's  walked  away  with 
the  wreath  for  the  cleverest 
manipulation  last  month.  On  the 
Monday  after  the  Minnesota  game, 
they  were  hard  pressed  for  music 
for  the  gals  who  were  coming 
Northward  with  some  anxiety  in 
their  hearts.  Accordingly,  the 
brothers  approached  the  leader  of 
a  campus  band  and  asked  him  if 
they  could  audition  his  outfit  on 
that  afternoon  with  an  eye  to  fu- 
ture engagements.  The  gullible 
leader  consented,  and  soon  found 
themselves  playing  their  repetoire 
of  tunes  for  a  regular  dance,  for 
which  they  were  receiving  only 
the  polite  handclaps  of  the  dancers. 
Although  other  houses  may  sneer, 
we  suspect  that  they  are  pretty 
curt  with  themselves  for  not 
thinking  of  this  before. 

Bud  Hcdiger  of  the  Sigma  Chi 
swarm  got  his  pin  on  June  Bene- 
dict of  the  Delta  Gamma's  before 
the  Navy  Ball.  June  was  the 
D.  G.'s  candidate  for  the  Em- 
press' crown.  Now  the  question 
which  is  causing  all  associates  to 
gather  in  buzzing  little  groups  and 
exercise  their  tongues  is  how  long 
the  pin  will  maintain  the  status 
quo.    As  a  personal  note,  without 


wishing  to  intimate  anything  of 
a  derogatory  nature  concerning 
either  the  qualities  of  the  subjects, 
or  the  aesthetic  faculties  of  the 
arbiters,  we  would  have  been  most 
elated,  and  our  previous  forecast 
would  have  been  vindicated,  had 
the  crown  been  slipped  upon  the 
fair  head  of  the  above  mentioned 
J.  B. 

We  have  a  likely  candidate  for 
the  All  American  girl  honor  team 
in  Miss  Margot  Buss.  She  has 
heaved  many  a  wishful  sigh  over 
some  of  our  well  known  football 
men.  Her  latest  conquest  was 
Fred  Vanzo.  After  much  skull- 
duggery, she  finally  managed  to 
get  a  date  with  him,  but  later  she 
shed  many  bitter  tears  because  he 
did  not  fall  prostrate  at  her  dainty 
feet  and  promise  to  love  her  ever- 
more. 

While  on  the  subject  of  football 
players,  we  might  as  well  tell  you 
about  the  fine  romance  of  one  of 
them.  You  are  all  well  acquainted 
with  the  genial  Don  Geyer,  I  take 
it?  Well,  he  was  the  young  man 
who  was  never  going  to  fall  in 
love  again.  He  stoutly  maintained 
that  he  was  through  with  women 
forever,  and  that  never  again 
would  he  harken  to  the  plaintive 
call  of  that  nude  little  archer. 
However,  enter  the  woman.  Don 
got  a  date  with  Ronnie  O'Neal, 
and  the  panic  was  on.  In  prac- 
tically no  time  at  all,  Don  had 
pinned  her  with  his  Sigma  Nu 
badge.  Everyone,  even  her  Kappa 
sisters,  approved  of  the  match. 
Now  the  password  is,  "To  Ronnie, 
from  Donnie,  with  love." 

And  now,  kiddies,  we  must  con- 
fess that  last  month  we  gave  you 
a  bit  of  erroneous  information.  At 
least  it  was  jumbled.  It  concerns 
Falcon  Baker,  who  has  been  the 
object  of  many  tirades  of  late,  but 
who  seems  to  be  bearing  up  well 


under  the  strain.  The  story  as  it 
should  have  run  is  as  follows.  Last 
year  Bob  Hotz,  a  Wrangler  and 
one  of  the  high  moguls  of  the  edi- 
torial board,  was  quite  sweet  on 
Connie  McClure.  He  eventually 
hoodwinked  her  into  taking  his 
pin.  She  refused  to  wear  it,  but 
he  refused  to  take  it  back,  so  it 
just  reposed  about  the  house  and 
gathered  dust.  While  Connie  was 
seeing  a  bit  of  Hotz,  she  met  his 
sister  and  became  quite  chummy 
with  the  girl.  This  year  Baker 
turned  his  irresistible  charm  on 
Connie.  On  a  certain  night  he  of- 
fered her  the  symbol  of  a  steady 
date,  but  she  refused.  This  is  the 
reason:  Holtz'  aforementioned  sis- 
ter was  in  town  at  the  time,  and 
was  partaking  of  the  McClure  hos- 
pitality. The  two  girls  were  both 
scheduled  to  see  a  bit  of  the  night 
life  the  following  evening  with 
two  Wranglers,  names  unobtain- 
able. There  was  a  lull  in  the  pro- 
ceedings. Then,  the  next  week, 
somebody  on  the  Staff  asked  Con- 
nie for  a  date  to  the  Navy  Ball. 
The  gal  coyly  stalled  him  off  until 
one  of  her  stooges  could  nose 
about  and  find  out  that  Baker  was 
warming  up  to  ask  her  the  same 
thing.  She  then  jilted  the  first 
requester,  and  nearly  broke  her  leg 
in  getting  to  Baker  and  accepting 
his  pin.  In  fact,  her  rapidity  makes 
the  pin  look  almost  like  insurance 
against  not  getting  to  the  gob's 
affair.  Thus  all  ends  happily.  Per- 
haps, under  pressure,  we  may  let 
you  in  on  the  story  that  almost  ap- 
peared in  the  Daily  Times. 

Speaking  of  the  Navy  Ball,  a 
certain  gentleman  who  has  not  al- 
lowed his  head  to  be  twisted  by  ail 
the  fanfare  expressed  himself 
thusly. 

"Why  go  to  all  the  fuss  of  go- 
ing to  the  Navy  Ball.  While  the 
other  boys  are  going  to  that  mess. 
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here  is  what  I  do.  I  get  a  sym- 
pathetic brother  to  accompany 
me.  We  jam  into  a  phone  booth 
and  smoke  a  package  of  cigarettes 
apiece,  and  remain  there  for  an 
hour.  Then  for  an  intermission, 
we  take  off  our  clothes  and  go 
down  to  the  lake  front  and  stand 
and  shiver  for  a  while.  Then  we 
come  back  in  and  repeat  the 
process  as  before.  After  that  we 
go  upstairs,  throw  a  twenty  dollar 
bill  out  of  the  window,  get  into 
bed,  and  have  a  freshman  hit  us 
both  on  the  head  with  a  hammer. 
Thus  we  get  the  same  effect  as  the 
other  boys,  and  we  didn't  have  to 
smile  unless  we  felt  like  it." 
Yours, 

Aiiiit  Polly. 

"Give  me  a  seven  .  .  .  come  on 
you  seven  ...  I  need  that  seven 
.  .  .  it's  gotta  be  a  seven  .  .  .  noth- 
ing else  will  do  .  .  .  Tell  me — is 
this  the  seven  .  .  .  No,  well  it 
won't  do  ...  I  want  a  seven  I'm 
tellin'  you  .  .  .  Here  it  comes  .  .  . 
I  know  this  is  a  seven  .  .  .  Come 
on,  you  seven  .  .  .  Moma  needs  a 
new  pair  of  shoes  .  .  .  No,  that'll 
never  do  .  .  .  these  sevens  are  too 
small  ...  let  me  try  something 
bigger  ...  I  just  can't  seem  to  get 
a  pair  of  prom  slippers  to  fit  these 
big  feet." 

— Sundiiil. 

Knock!  Knock! 
Who's  there? 
Helen! 
Helen  who? 

For  particulars  on  this  one  call 
at  The  Parrot  office. 
-J* 

A  woman's  whim  is  ever  this — 
To  snare  a  man's  reluctant  kiss. 
And  snaring  it,  to  make  him  pant 
For    things    that    nice   girls    never 
grant. 

— Ranger. 


"Pardon  me,  lady,  but  are  you 
wearing  a  garter?" 

"How  dare  you!" 

"That's   all   right.   If  you  wer;, 

I     don't     suppose     your     stocking 

would   be   dragging  down   around 

your  ankle  that  way." 

—Red  Cat. 
J* 

Pooh!    Pooh!    Harvard! 
Pooh!  Pooh!  Yale! 
We  get  our  knowledge 
Through  the  mail! 
We're  no  idiots, 
We're  no  fools. 
Rah!  Rah!  Rah! 
Correspondence  schools! 

— Battalion. 
J* 

It's  a  wise  coed  who  can  keep 
the  romance  of  her  freshman  year 
from  becoming  the  steady  date  of 
her  upperclass  years. 

—Old  Line. 


Two  English  gentlemen  were 
standing,  waiting  for  someone  to 
come  from  the  powder  room.  A 
moment  later  two  women  walked 
out.  The  first  Englishman  said, 
"Oh,  I  say,  what  do  you  know 
about  that,  here  comes  my  wife 
with  my  mistress." 

The  second  Englishman  said, 
"By  jove,  you  took  the  words  right 
out  of  my  mouth." 

— Punch  Bowl. 

Conductor:  Lady,  you'll  have 
to  pay  for  that  boy. 

Lady:  But  I  never  have  before. 

Conductor  (hotly):  That's  no 
matter  to  me.  He's  over  six  years 
old  and  you'll  pay  his  fare,  or  I'll 
put  him  off. 

Lady:  Go  ahead,  put  him  oft'. 
What  do  I  care?  I  never  saw  him 
before  in  my  life. 

—Pup. 


GIRLS  CALLED  HIM 


BLUEBEARD'/ 


— because  every  time  he  let  out  a 
blast  of  murderous  tobacco  from  bis 
never-cleaned  pipe  tbey  couldn't  help 
thinking  ot  the  famous  gent  who  as- 
sassinated six  wives.  A  pity,  too  — 
when  women  love  pipe-smoking  done 
in  the  right  way.  Which  is?  i.  Keep 
your  pipe  tidy.  2.  Switch  to  the  to- 
bacco that  burns  cleaner  and  smells 
more  fragrant.  We  modestly  admit 
tluif's  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Smoking 
Tobacco — an  uncommonly  mild  blend 
of  Kentucky  Burley  s  delightful  to  both 
smoker  and  audience.  How  such  su- 
perlative tobacco  can  be  only  15^  is 
our  worry.  Try  a  tin.  You'll  bless  us. 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a  new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky.Dept  ,L-612. 
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Sideliner 

(Coiithiiicd  from  Page  10) 
pronounced  himself  fit.  He  plans 
to  incorporate  a  new  fake  into  his 
playing  with  which  he  had  re- 
markable success  during  the  win- 
ter and  fall  season  of  poker,  hearts, 
and  pinochle.  He  has  also  mas- 
tered a  defensive  technique  to 
avoid  being  faked  out  by  any  fair 
co-ed  such  as  was  his  disastrous 
luck   last  year. 

Juki'  Niigoclc — Junior  center — 
can  be  counted  on  heavily  this  fall. 
If  the  glass  pins  hold  up,  many  a 
feminine  heart  is  due  for  a  leap. 
Jake  claims  that  nothing  like  that 
ever  bothers  him.  Quite  true, 
most  guys  enjoy  it. 

Duke  Vance — Senior  guard — 
will  renew  wars  for  the  third  year. 
The  head  trainer  of  the  Vance 
stable,  Helen  Schmidt,  claims  that 
she  has  him  in  the  pink  of  condi- 
tion. Dutch  seems  to  be  well 
pleased  with  her  work.  Now  if  he 
passes  the  ball  as  well  as  he  passes 
that  Sigma  Nu  pin  back  and 
forth,  he  should  be  an  All-Amer- 
ican. 

Guy  Mercer  —  Senior  guard — • 
will  also  take  up  his  third  cam- 
paign. He  is  the  second  ranking 
comedian  according  to  the  new 
approved  ratings.  His  "braille 
system"  of  shooting  worked  so 
well  last  year  that  he  will  again  use 
it  this  season.  He  still  claims  that 
he  feels  like  he  is  shooting  in  a 
cave  because  of  the  poor  lighting. 
Maybe,  his  hair  falls  in  his  eyes  or 
could  it  be  reflection  from  some 
shining  face  in  the  stands — Clay 
Hoffer's  perhaps. 

Babe  Bender  —  Senior  guard  — 
will  doff  the  grid  spikes  to  join 
the  squad.  Muriel  Williams  will 
root  loud  and  long,  and.  Babe  will 
justify  everything  she  says. 
Enough  said. 


Seriously  we  must  add  that  any- 
one who  fails  to  name  the  1937 
basketball  team  as  top-heavy  fa- 
vorites for  the  championship  is 
crazy.  Despite  the  cracks,  they 
are  all  swell  kids. 

Two  old  settlers,  confirmed 
bachelors,  sat  in  the  backwoods. 
The  conversation  drifted  from 
politics  and  finally  got  around  to 
cooking. 

"I  got  one  of  them  cookery 
books  once,  but  I  could  do  noth- 
ing with  it." 

"Too  much  fancy  work  in  it, 
eh?" 

"You've  said  it!  Every  one  o' 
them  recipes  began  the  same  way: 
'Take  a  clean  dish  .  .  .'  and  that 
settled  me."  — Record. 

Jt 

The  doctor  was  visiting  Rastus' 
wife  to  deliver  her  twelfth  off- 
spring. While  riding  along  with 
Rastus  he  saw  a  duck  in  the  road. 
Doctor — "Whose  duck  is  that?" 
Rastus — "That  ain't  no  duck. 
That's  a  stork  with  his  legs  wore 
off."  — Log. 

Diner — This  steak  is  not  very 
tender. 

Waiter — Well,  did  you  expect 
it  to  put  its  arms  around  you  and 
kiss  you? 

—Pup. 

Villain: — "Ah,  my  proud  Beau- 
ty, you  are  in  my  power  at  last." 

Heroine: — "What's  holding  you 
back — fear?" 

Ji 

Newly-wed: — "Fannie,      do      I 

look  sick?" 

Fannie: — "No,   dear.    Why?" 
Newly-wed: — "Frank  is  always 

telling  me  to  turn  over  and  take 

my  medicine." 

— Exchange. 


Fanfare 

(Continued  from  Page  26) 
view — "True  to  traditional  Re- 
publicanism in  the  face  of  a  na- 
tional landslide,  Evanston  gave  a 
substantial  plurality  to  the  G.O. 
P." — Where  would  the  nation  be 
without  that  stabilizing  influence? 
— That  course  review  on  Dr. 
Crissman — Oh  well,  the  Daily  can 
reprint  it  next  year  if  he  should 
return. 

Scene:  A  crowded  trolley  car.  A 
young  lady  is  vainly  groping  for 
her  purse  to  pay  her  fare.  A  young 
man  is  standing  nearby  witfi  an- 
guish written  plainly  on  his  hand- 
some features. 

Young  Man:  Pardon  me,  miss, 
but  may  I  pay  your  fare? 

Young  Lady:  Sir! 

(Several  seconds  groping.) 

Young  Man:  I  beg  your  par- 
don again,  young  lady,  but  won  t 
you  let  me  pay  your  fare? 

Young  Lady:  Why,  I  don't  even 
know  you,  and  anyway,  I'll  have 
this  purse  open  in  a  minute. 

(Continued  groping.) 

Young  Man:  I  really  must  insist 
on  paying  your  fare.  You've  un- 
buttoned my  suspenders  three 
times. 

(Curtain) 

— Beanpot. 
J* 

He  marches  slowly  down  the  stair. 
She  gazes  with  a  longing  air. 
Her  heart  is  filled  with  grim  de- 
spair. 

She  slowly  sighs;  her  eyes  are  red — 
Her  body  feels  heavy  as  lead. 
She  almost  wishes  she  were  dead. 

Her    bosom    heaves;    him    she   has 

just  told: 
"Come  back  some  other  night — I 

have  a  cold." 

— Cavalier. 
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Boundboy 

(Continued  from  Page  7) 

In  desperation,  Boundboy  played 
his  trump  card. 

He  wrote  that  the  university  was 
lousy; 

That  the  faculty  was  an  ineffec- 
tual group  of  degenerates; 

That  the  trustees  were  grafters; 

And  the  prexy  was  completely 
disinterested. 

Boundboy  was  eager  to  see  what 
the  reaction  would  be  to 
THAT. 

He  found  a  very  short  note  this 
time. 

It  said:  Well,  so  what?  Punctua- 
tion very  poor. 

The  grade  was  D. 

Broken,  beaten,  and  sick  at  heart, 
Boundboy  wired  his  parents 
that  he  was  coming  home. 

Almost  immediately  he  received 
this  reply: 

CARRY  ON  STOP  YOU 
CAN'T  STOP  NOW  STOP 
LOVE. 

This  brought  Boundboy  to  his 
senses  with  a  jerk. 

He  realized  that  he  had  come  here 
to  prepare  himself  to  be  a  jour- 
nalist. 

And  here  he  was,  neglecting  his 
drinking. 

A  fine  journalist  he'd  be,  if  he 
kept  this  up. 

So  Boundboy  set  out  to  learn  the 
fine  points  of  quaffing  the  brim- 
ming goblet. 

He  succeeded  admirably. 

Soon  he  considered  himself  an  A 
number  1   drinker. 

Having  mastered  this  field,  Bound- 
boy cast  about  for  another. 

What  about  the  school  newspaper? 
he  thought. 

I  may  as  well  have  a  crack  at  it. 

As  long  as  I'm  to  be  a  journalist. 


So  Boundboy  went  to  Fagin,  the 
managing  editor,  and  generous- 
ly offered  his  services. 

Fagin  shunted  him  off  to  a  sec- 
retary. 

Ignominiously. 

The  secretary  waved  Boundboy 
off  to  an  underling. 

Without  looking  up  from  True 
Confessions, 

The  underling  gave  Boundboy  an 
item  to  write. 

It  was  an  announcement  of  a 
French  club  meeting. 

Boundboy  labored  for  a  half  hour 
and   produced    two   paragraphs. 

He  thought  them  excellent. 

The  underling  transposed  the  first 
two  sentences  and  cut  out  the 
last  paragraph. 

Nice  work,  he  said  to  Boundboy. 

Rather  sarcastically. 

Boundboy  wanted  to  protest. 

Imagine  cutting  my  stuff  up  like 
that,  he  thought. 

This  fellow  has  no  eye  for  genius. 

But  Boundboy  found  it  impossi- 
ble to  get  in  a  word. 

The  underling  was  far  too  busy. 

Boundboy  suspected  that  some- 
thing was  radically  wrong  with 
the   newspaper. 

He  resolved  to  read  an  issue. 

A  few  days  later  he  did. 

He  read  all  four  pages  carefully 
and  his  suspicions  were  con- 
firmed. 

He  found  lots  of  things  wrong 
with  the  newspaper. 

In  fact,  he  thought  the  whole 
thing  was  putrid. 

Except  the  gripers'  column. 

So  he  wrote  a  sulphurous  letter  to 
the  editor. 

It  declared  that  the  people  who 
wrote  for  the  paper  were  in- 
fants. 

And  real  talent  was  overlooked. 

But  the  letter  wasn't  printed. 


The  column  contained  letters 
about  the  parking  problem. 

The  Women's  Self-Governing  As- 
sociation. 

And  freshman  caps. 

Boundbody  decided  to  see  about 
this. 

So  he  visited  the  editor. 

Oh,  the  gripers'  column,  said  the 
secretary,  putting  down  her  nail 
file. 

Some  freshman  handles  it. 

Boundboy  found  the  freshman. 

Why  didn't  you  print  my  letter? 
he  demanded. 

Who  are  you?  said  the  freshman. 

I'm  Thoroughly  Disgusted,  said 
Boundboy. 

Obviously,  said  the  freshman. 

But  that's  what  I  signed  my  let- 
ter, said  Boundboy  hotly. 

And  I'll  bet  you  were  afraid  to 
print  it. 

It  was  too  upsetting  to  you. 

Ha!  said  the  freshman. 

We  get  letters  nine  times  as  strong 
as  yours   every   day. 

Why  don't  you  print  them?  said 
Boundboy. 

They  don't  tie  in  with  our  edi- 
torial policy,  said  the  freshman. 

That's  why. 

Puffing  out  his  chest,  the  fresh- 
man said,  I  write  all  the  letters 
for  that  column. 

What?    said  Boundboy. 

Yep,  said  the  freshman. 

You?  said  Boundboy. 

Sure,  said  the  freshman. 

Boundboy  rushed  to  the  editor. 

Do  you  know  that  freshman 
writes  all  his  own  letters  to  the 
editor?  he  gasped. 

Certainly,  said  the  secretary. 
That's  how  we  spread  our  edi- 
torial policy. 

Oh,  said  Boundboy,  I  see. 

Then  he  went  out  and  got  drunk. 

He  got  to  talking  with  a  chap  in 
a   tavern. 
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I  work  on  the  school  nooshpaper, 

said  the  chap. 
'S  lousy,  said  Boundboy. 
Agree    withya    abshluly,    said    the 

chap. 
'S  purile,  incompeten',  and  inshuf- 

fishen',  said  Boundboy. 
Shay,    said    the    chap,    'ats    good. 

Why  doncha  write  about  it? 
I    did,    said   Boundboy,    but    they 

turned  it  down. 
And  he  began  to  weep. 
Take    it   eashy,    ol'    man,  said    the 

chap,  I'll  get  it  printed. 
Canya?  said  Boundboy. 
No    trouble    'tall,   said    the    chap. 

Bring  it  in  tomorrow. 
Four  'clock?  said  Boundboy. 
Four  'clock,  said  the  chap. 
They  shook  hands  solemnly. 

Boundboy  cut  all  his  classes  the 
next  day. 

And  wrote  frantically  about  the 
school  paper. 

Fie  produced  what  he  considered 
a  masterpiece  of  criticism. 

It  was  intensely  critical. 

And  shockingly  cynical. 

Yet  cool  and  logical. 

Fie  gave  it  to  the  chap  proudly. 

And  there  it  was  the  next  day. 

Prominently  displayed  on  a  fea- 
ture page. 

Boundboy  said  to  a  friend.  Did 
you  see  my  article  in  the  paper? 

I  never  read  the  paper,  said  his 
friend. 

You  should  have  seen  it,  said 
Boundboy,  I  told — 

I  thought  you  didn't  like  the  pa- 
per,  said    the   friend. 

That's  just  it,  said  Boundboy,  I 
told— 

Didn't  you  claim  that  nobody  ever 
reads  the  paper?  said  the  friend. 

Well,  yes,  said  Boundboy. 

Then  why  write  for  something  no- 
body reads?  said  the  friend. 

Boundboy  had  never  thought  of 
that. 


Gosh,  he  said,  you  don't  suppose  it 
was  ignored? 

I  shouldn't  be  surprised,  said  the 
friend. 

Boundboy  looked  up  his  other 
friend. 

Say,  he  said,  did  you  see  my  arti- 
cle in   the  paper? 

What  paper?  said  the  other  friend. 

Let's  just  call  the  whole  thing  off, 
said  Boundboy. 

Well,  thought  Boundboy,  the 
journalism  students  must  have 
read  it. 

So  he  went  to  see  the  editor  again. 

I'm  Boundboy,  he  said. 

Fine,  said  the  secretary  flatly,  as 
she  munched  a  't)on  bon. 

Remember  my  article?  said 
Boundboy. 

Article,  hmm,  said  the  secretary. 
Oh,  yes,  about  the  paper. 

That  was  mine,  said  Boundboy 
proudly. 

Fagin  left  me  a  memo  about  it, 
said   the   secretary. 

It  says,  Re:  Boundboy.  Rather 
good  satire,  I  mean  it  really  gave 
gripers  the  razz,  I  mean  it 
sounded  like  letters  we  get  every 
day,  I  mean  painfully  serious  at 
times,  I  mean  we  want  that 
brand  of  humor. 

Huh?  said  Boundboy   weakly. 

Fagin  says  you're  to  write  funny 
stufF  for  The  Campus  In  Print, 
said  the  secretary. 

He  says  you're  to  be  Assistant  As- 
sociate Editor  on  Tuesdays. 

Oh?  said  Boundboy. 

He  wauked  out  in  a  daze. 

Near  the  door  he  met  the  chap. 

Got  any  more  stuff?  said  the  chap. 
That  other  batch  sure  was  a 
godsend. 

My  article,  you  mean?  said  Bound- 
boy. 

Yeah,  said  the  chap,  we  expected 
a  big  ad  on  that  page  and  when 


they  didn't  run  it,  your  stuff 
filled  in  just  right.  Thanks,  old 
man. 

Boundboy  bolted  out  the  door. 

He  packed  his  grips  and  bought 
a  ticket  for  home  without  even 
wiring. 

His  parents  were  amazed  when  he 
arrived. 

Boundboy  looked  at  them  and 
sighed. 

I'll  never  be  any  good,  he  said. 
I'm  a  failure. 

His  parents  collapsed. 

Two  weeks  later  they  both  passed 
away  from  the  shock. 

Fortunately  Boundboy 's  father  left 
a  little  money. 

Not  much,  but  enough  so  that 
Boundboy  could  live  comfort- 
ably for  the  rest  of  his  life. 

Boundboy  has  made  good. 

Just   last  week   there  was  a   story 

about  him  in  all  the  big  papers. 
It  told  that  he  was  unique  in  his 

field; 
That   last   year   his   stuff   had    ap- 
peared     in       3  00       newspapers 

throughout  the  nation. 
You     see,     he    writes     letters     to 

editors. 
He  started  by  writing  to  his  home 

town  editor. 
Criticizing  things. 
Little  things,  mostly. 
Like  traffic  lights  and  dogs  on  the 

lawn. 
Then  he  branched  out  and  wrote 

to   more    and   more    editors,    all 

over  the  country. 
Criticizing  big  things. 
Like  the  Republicans  and  the  New 

Deal. 
Boundboy  is  satisfied. 
He  considers  himself  a  success. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 

She  also  had  a  bear; 

I  have  often  seen  Mary's  lamb, 

But  I  never  saw  her  bare. 
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